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HUSBAND  HUNTING; 

OR, 

THE  MOTHER  AND  DAUGHTERS. 


CHAPTER   I. 


See  his  bnave  fleet. 
With  silken  streamers  tlic  young  Phcebus  fanning: 
Play  upon  your  fancies ;  and  in  them  behokl. 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle  ship-boys  climbing- : 
Hear  the  shrill  whistle,  which  doth  order  g-ive 
To  sounds  confused  ;  behold  the  threaden  sails 
Borne  with  the  invisible  and  creeping-  winds 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrowed  sea,  , 
Breasting  the  lofty  surge. 

Shakspeare, 


The  day  of  embarkation,  but  for  the 
mingled  and  painful  feelings  with  which 
all  were  preparing  to  depart,  would  have 
been  one  of  intense  interest  to  Vaughan, 
who  had  never  before  witnessed  a  simi- 
lar scene.     The  unclouded  rays  of  a 
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jneridian  sun  sparkling  on  the  white 
foam  of  the  waves  as  they  dashed  on 
the  shore  with  a  monotonous  but  yet  not 
nnplcasing  sound;  the  concourse  of  spec- 
tators, some  attracted  by  idle  curiosity 
alone,  others  too  much  occupied  with 
their  own  griefs  to  take  any  notice  of 
the  multitude  by  whom  they  were  sur- 
rounded ;  hands  extended,  and  handker- 
chiefs waving,  gentle  and  half-uttered 
farewells  drowned  by  loud  shouts  and 
seamen's  boisterous  voices, — the  proud 
vessels  rushing  along, — the  anxiety  of 
the  friends  of  the  soldiers  that  nothing 
should  be  forgotten  for  the  comfort  of 
those  who  so  soon  might  need  only  a 
mound  of  earth  to  cover  them ;  all  pre- 
sented a  new  and  not  unwelcome  sub- 
ject of  contemplation  to  Vaughan.  Yet 
the  common  but  natural  reflection,  how 
few  were  destined  to  return,  how  many 
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of  those  left  behind  had  taken-  their 
last  look,  sank  into  his  mind,  and  a  cir- 
cumstance of  the  moment  renewed  but 
too  strongly  his  own  regrets. 

There  was  one  officer,  a  lieutenant  in 
Vaughan's  regiment,  for  whom  he  felt 
deeply  moved.  His  young  wife  had 
accompanied  him  even  to  the  shore. 
Their  only  child  was  in  its  father's 
arms.  The  child,  fascinated  by  the 
scene,  was  all  delight.  The  beating  of 
the  drums,  the  scarlet  of  the  soldiers,* 
the  epaulettes,  the  swords,  the  plumed 
caps,  the  flags  streaming  from  the  masts 
of  the  vessels,  were  all  so  many  ob- 
jects of  wonder  to  the  child's  eye.  He 
clapped  his  little  hands  with  transport; 
but  when  the  final  moment  came,  and 
the  father  was  about  to  resign  him, — 
when  the  boy  found  that  he  was  to 
be  borne    away,   he   clung  round  his 
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neck  with  a  shriek  as  heart-rending  as 
the  agony  of  a  deeper  sorrow.  There 
is  something  in  the  innocent  anguish  of 
an  infant  that  wrings  the  soul.  The 
weeping  mother  took  it  struggling  from 
the  father's  arms,  but  still  lingered  on 
the  shore.  A  tear  started  to  the  sol- 
dier's eye;  the  most  indifferent  of  the 
spectators  gazed  on  the  scene  with  an  air 
of  painful  interest;  tliere  was  even  a  mo- 
mentary silence. — *'  This  parting  should 
have  taken  place  at  home,  Sir,"  said  the 
colonel  of  the  regiment;  **  these  things 
are  unwise,  and  not  for  the  public  eye. 
A  soldier  should  suffer  in  secret."  The 
young  lieutenant  made  no  reply.  He 
might  perhaps  have  said,  with  Macduff, 
^*  He  has  no  children ;"  but  he  con- 
tented himself  with  casting  a  last  look 
of  tender  regret  upon  his  wife  and  child, 
and  a  somewhat  reproachful  glance  at  his 
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colonel;  then  putting  his  foot  firmly  on 
the  deck  of  the  vessel,  he  folded  his 
arms,  and  walked  apart  from  the  group. 
In  a  few  minutes  after  the  vessel  was 
under  weigh. 

The  passengers  consisted  chiefly  of 
officers  and  soldiers  sent  to  the  assist- 
ance of  the  Spanish  patriots.  It  was 
the  commencement  of  the  memorable 
year  1812,  the  time  when  all  Europe, 
agitated  by  the  struggles  uf  Spain, 
looked  to  the  issue  of  the  contest  with 
a  mixture  of  hope  and  fear. 

The  conversation  soon  became  mixed 
and  animated.  Soldiers  are  a  light- 
hearted  and  thoughtless  race ;  painful 
recollections  or  dark  anticipations  sel- 
dom interfere  to  check  their  mirth.  The 
present  is  all  that  they  can  reckon  upon, 
and  the  present  they  are  fully  disposed 
to  enjoy.     They  talked  over  the  Spanish 
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cause,  its  laurels,  its  prize-money,  its 
promotion.  Vaughan  witnessed  their 
careless  hilarity  with  surprise.  "  You 
are  a  young  soldier,"  said  one  of  them, 
advancing  and  disturbing  his  reverie  by 
a  friendly  tap  on  the  shoulder;  ''you 
are  new  to  these  matters, — your  thoughts 
are  with  England  and  English  friends ; 
but  come,  rouse  yourself,  and  be  one  of 
us.  Should  you  have  the  luck  to  return, 
a  second  parting  will  have  lost  half  its 
regrets;  and,  if  not,  why  then,  you 
know,  neither  head  nor  heart  will  ever 
ache  again.  That  is  my  way  of  reason- 
ing.'* 

Roused  by  the  appeal,  he  endeavoured 
to  shake  off  the  Aveight  which  oppressed 
him,  and  take  a  more  lively  interest  in 
the  revelries  round  him. 

There  was  one  yet  more  abstracted 
than  himself,  who  trod  the  deck  with  a 
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slow  step,  and  by  whom  the  mirth  and 
mingled  voices  of  the  various  groupes 
seemed  either  unheard  or  unheeded ; 
but  he  was  not  an  Englishman,  who, 
while  encountering  danger  himself,  was 
yet  cheered  with  the  consciousness  that, 
should  he  return,  it  would  not  be  tgi 
find  his  own  hearth  desolate, — the  home 
of  his  infancy  plundered  or  destroyed 
by  the  hand  of  the  invader.  He  was  a 
native  of  that  unhappy  country  whose 
sufferings  now  formed  the  theme  of 
every  tongue.  His  eye  had  lost  nothing 
of  its  fire,  but  a  shade  of  melancholy 
and  deep  thought  had  softened  the 
strong  and  originally  harsh  lineaments 
of  his  countenance. 

By  his  side  stood  a  young  female, 
dressed  in  the  costume  of  her  country, 
closely  veiled,  and  apparently  as  much 
the  prey  of  reflection  as  himself.    They 
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spoke  but  seldom, — and  the  few  words 
which  they  addressed  to  each  other,  ut- 
tered in  their  native  tongue,  were  unin- 
teHigible  to  Vaughan*s  ear;  but  their 
residence  in  England  had  given  them 
the  advantage  over  him.  He  soOh  ascer- 
tained that  they  could  speak  English 
with  tolerable  ease,  and  on  this  disco- 
very he  addressed  some  slight  and  un- 
important questions  as  an  opening  to 
intercourse. 

The  Spaniard  at  first  repelled  these 
advances  with  a  frigid  politeness  not 
very  favourable  to  further  acquaintance; 
but  soon  perceiving  that  the  questions 
were  not  dictated  by  mere  curiosity,  and 
naturally  touched  by  the  expression  of 
intelligence  and  sympathy  in  the  in- 
quirer's countenance,  he  gradually  be- 
came more  communicative. 

He  was,  he  hinted,  of  rank  and  dis- 
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tinction  in  his  own  country.  He  had 
seen  the  mansion  of  his  forefathers  razed 
to  the  ground  by  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 
He  had  fled  to  England  for  shelter,  not 
for  his  own,  but  for  his  sister's  sake,  in 
the  hope  that  the  storm  might  blow 
over,  and  they  might  yet  return  in 
safety.  But  the  hope  was  vain ;  he 
could  no  longer  remain  to  listen  to  de- 
tails which  froze  his  blood,  and  felt 
himself  compelled  by  feeling  and  ho- 
nour to  return  and  join  in  the  retribu- 
tion of  his  country.  He  was  not  bred 
to  the  profession  of  arms,  but  he  was- 
born  a  Spaniard ;  a  soldier  by  inclina- 
tion, a  patriot  from  his  birth,  he  felt  it 
to  be  every  man's  duty,  at  such  a  crisis, 
to  lend  the  assistance  of  his  arm. 

"  But  the  lady,"  said  Vaughan,  with  a 
look  of  commiseration  toVards  the  slen- 
der form  that  hung  helplessly  on  his  arm^^ 
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yet  listened  with  breathless  interest  to 
every  word  that  fell  from  her  brother's 
lips. 

"  My  sister,"  said  the  Spaniard, 
proudly,  "  will  not  want  a  defender 
while  there  is  one  Spaniard  left  in  our 
unhappy  land.  She  feels  as  she  ought 
to  do,  and  knows  no  fear;  Spanish 
women  do  not  disturb  or  unman  the 
hearts  of  their  friends  by  idle  lamenta- 
tion ;  they  incite  them  to  deeds  of 
honour,  they  talk  to  them  of  conquest, 
they  hand  them  the  sword  and  the  mus- 
ket. My  sister  has  the  spirit  of  her 
country,  and  would  prefer  braving  even 
death  to  longer  exile;  she  has  even 
made  a  vow  before  the  altar  never  to 
give  her  hand  but  to  one  who  has  fought 
for  Spain.  Is  it  not  true,  Leonora?* 
**  It  is  true,"  said  Leonora,  slightly 
blushing,  and  half  raising  her  veil,  she 
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discovered  a  countenance  of  singular 
and  animated  beauty.  '*  It  is  true,"  she 
repeated ;  but  that  vow  was  uttered  in 
secret."  A  glance  from  her  brother 
caused  the  veil  to  be  instantly  lowered. 

Little  farther  communication  passed 
between  them  during  the  remainder 
of  the  voyage,  which  the  serenity  of 
the  weather  protracted  somewhat  more 
than  usual;  the  Spaniards  chiefly  re- 
maining below ;  Vaughan  indulging 
himself  by  inhaling  the  soft  but  partial 
breezes  which  gently  agitated  the  ocean, 
or  contemplating  the  various  changes  of 
sea  and  sky,  the  morning  splendours, 
and  the  midnight  heavens,  studded  with 
innumerable  stars,  multiplied  in  the  clear 
expanse  of  waters. 

But  when  the  vessel,  early  on  a  lovely 
morning,  at  length  cast  anchor  in  the 
harbour  of  Lisbon,  a  mutual  feeling  of 
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admiration  and  delight  brought  them 
again  in  contact.  All  with  one  spirit 
rushed  eagerly  on  deck  to  catch  the 
first  glimpse  of  the  city,  then  seen  in 
all  its  magnificence,  and  claiming  the 
homage  of  every  eye. 

The  hand  of  the  spoiler  had  not  yet 
visited  this  splendid  city ;  the  shrubs  and 
aromatic  plants  produced  by  her  genial 
climate  still  decorated  the  balconies  of 
the  children  of  luxury;  the  lower  classes 
still  pursued  their  busy  and  active  em- 
ployments ;  the  streets  were  thronged 
with   passengers  of  all  ranks,  dressed 
in    their  showy  and  picturesque   cos- 
tumes ;  numerous  boats  plying  near  the 
shore  surrounded  the  vessels ;    a  few 
beggars,  stretched  along  the  banks,  ex- 
tending their  hands  to  the   strangers, 
alone  interrupted  the  harmony  of  the 
view, — ^but  even  these  were   enjoying 
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the  luxury  of  the  summer  sun  and  the 
gaiety  around  them. 

Vaughan,  enchanted  with  the  pro- 
spect, almost  forgot  the  cause  for  which 
he  was  landing  on  those  rich  shores, — 
or,  at  least,  all  the  revolting  images 
connected  with  that  cause,  war,  and  fa- 
mine, and  pestilence.  To  defend  such 
a  country  from  insult  and  invasion  ap- 
peared a  duty  equally  pleasing  as  impe- 
rious, a  feeling  the  natural  offspring  of 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  moment. 

*'  Oh,  Spain!  oh,  my  country!'*  said 
Leonora,  springing  with  the  elasticity 
of  youth  to  the  very  edge  of  the  vessel, 
•'  why  did  I  quit  you  ?"  She  forgot  that 
it  was  even  for  life  she  fled,  and  that  the 
moment  of  security  was  not  yet  come. 
She  saw  only  the  smiling  land  before 
her, — she  breathed  only  the  perfume  of 
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her  own  delicious  groves, — her  cheek 
was  fanned  by  the  air  she  loved. 

The  chief  part  of  Vaughan's  comrades 
had  served  in  previous  campaigns,  and 
to  them  the  scene  had  lost  the  charm  of 
novelty, — but  his  unchecked  language 
roused  the  Spaniard  from   a  long  and 
moody  silence,  and  he  turned  round  to 
express,  in  a  more  courteous  accent  than 
usual,  how  much  his  national  pride  had 
been  gratified  by  witnessing  it.     *'  But 
Spain  is  a  finer  country  still,"  he  ob- 
served ;  •*  and  you  must  not  exhaust  all 
your  admiration  upon  Lisbon.     I  should 
be  happy  to  explore  it  with  you,  but  that 
I  leave  the  city  early  to-morrow,  for  the 
distant  spot  which  I  once  called  my  own, 
— waste  and  ruin  as  it  is,  I  shall  not  be 
happy  till  I  am  there  once  more.     Eng- 
lishman," he  said,  taking  his  hand,  and 
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leading  him  away,  '*  you  have  interested 
me, — 'but  the  fate  of  war  may  forbid  that 
I  shall  ever  meet  you  again.  That  poor 
girl,"  (pointing  to  his  sister)"  she  is 
happy  just  now.  It  is  a  happiness  un- 
likely to  last, — but  I  would  not  distress 
her  by  forebodings.  Chance,  at  some 
future  period,  may  throw  her  in  your 
way  alone  and  unprotected.  Should 
you  meet  her  at  any  time  in  danger  or 
distress,  will  you  defend  or  console  her 
as  your  own  honourable  heart  may  dic- 
tate. You  will  remember  this  face." — 
He  approached  her,  and  with  his  own 
hand  the  proud  Spaniard  raised  Leo- 
nora's veil. 
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CHAPTER  II, 


He  saw  a  sight  of  beauty,  warlike  towers, 
Pale  convent  roofs,  o'er-topping  kingly  bowers, 
Hills  crowning  hills,  on  which  the  moonlight  lay. 
In  solemn  brightness,  but  a  milder  day. 

Phineas  TVehb. 


For  some  time  afterhislaiKling,Vauglian 
enjoyed  only  the  amusements  of  soldier- 
ship. His  joining  the  regiment  as  a 
volunteer  had  been  no  impediment  to 
the  friendly  and  generous  intercourse 
of  his  comrades;  a  commission  which 
followed  him  out,  and  which  he  received 
with  the  higher  gratification  as  it  was 
procured  by  Gordon's  interest,  and  sent 
with  a  letter  from  Julia,  as  her  "  pre- 
sent to  her  gallant  cousin,'*  soon  re- 
moved any  feeling  of  inferiority;  and  all 
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around  him  was  made  for  the  excite- 
ment and  indulgence  of  his  active  and 
vivid  sensibility. 

Lisbon  has  long  become  familiar  to 
the  British  traveller;  but,  at  that  mo- 
ment, it  was  seen,  as  it  will  perhaps 
never  be  seen  again.  The  war  had 
filled  the  capital  with  an  influx  of  the 
opulent  and  various  population  of  the 
provinces ;  the  contrast  of  colours,  fea- 
tures, and  costumes  ;  the  bold  and  vi- 
gorous countenance  of  the  natives  of 
the  Tralos  Montes,  contrasted  with  the 
rich  olive  hue  and  delicate  features  of 
the  Creole  from  the  South  American 
possessions  of  Portugal,  and  those  again 
placed  beside  the  bronzed  skin,  the 
fiery  eye,  and  the  haughty  brow  of 
the  descendant  of  the  old  Moorish 
blood  that  had  once  lorded  it  over  the 
land ;  the  infinite  mingling  of  dresses 
native  and  foreign,  the  turbans  and  caps. 
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and  purple  shawls,  and  embroidered 
mantles;  the  monkish  habits  mingled 
with  the  uniforms  of  the  Portuguese  and 
British  soldiery;  all  formed  a  moving 
picture  of  incessant  liveliness,  variety, 
and  captivation. 

To  a  stranger,  the  churches,  in  all 
countries  of  the  Continent,  are  among 
the  first  objects  of  curiosity,  as  they  are 
among  the  most  accessible.  Vaughan 
often  strayed  into  those  lofty  and  mag- 
nificent temples,  and,  under  the  influ- 
ence of  twilight,  made  deeper  and  more 
lovely  by  the  hues  streaming  through 
windows  covered  with  the  heraldry  of 
kings  and  the  forms  of  saints,  in  all  the 
glorious  colourings  of  sky  and  gem ; 
listened  to  the  service  chaunted  by  the 
monks  in  some  distant  chapel. 

At  other  times,  on-  coming  from  the 
theatre  or  the  ball-room,  he  has  taken 
one  of  the  boats  that  ply  constantly  on 
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the  Tagus,  and  fallen  down  the  river  to 
enjoy  the  delicious  night  of  the  south ; 
and  with  his  solitary  boatman  wandered 
away,  listening  to  the  sounds  of  festivity 
as  they  decayed  along  the  shore;  or 
caught  by  some  sweet  voice  singing  to 
the  harp  in  one  of  the  verandas  that  so 
often  lie  open  to  the  breeze  from  the 
vineyards  of  the  Alentejo;  or,  as  all  sank 
in  the  distance,  lying  on  his  oars  to  gaze 
upon  the  city  in  the  moonlight,  almost 
realizing  the  vision  of  an  oriental  tale, 
the  immense  piles  of  noble  building,  ris- 
ing crescent  over  crescent  from  the  curve 
of  the  shore,  a  host  of  marble  palaces, 
convents,  and  public  edifices,  lifting  their 
white  fronts  and  embattled  roofs  and 
gilded  spires  to  the  summit  of  the  hill ; 
while  the  moon,  in  the  full  and  power- 
ful splendour  of  the  southern  sky,  co- 
vered this  mighty  theatre,  to  which  the 
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Colosseum  were  but  a  toy,  with  a  flood 
of  silver. 

At  other  times,  on  some  of  the  deli- 
cious evenings  of  the  season,  he  would 
mount  his  horse,  and  ride  away  from  the 
tumult  and  confusion  of  the  city,  to  in- 
dulge himself  with  the  spectacle  of 
the  groups  of  peasants  mingling  in  the 
national  dance  with  all  the  spirit  and 
gaiety  of  their  country. 

War  had  not  yet  extended  its  ravages 
to  the  spot  which  they  had  inhabited 
from  their  birth ;  and,  till  actually  com- 
pelled to  seek  safety  by  flight,  they  did 
not  suffer  gloomy  anticipations  to  inter- 
fere with  their  little  fetes,  those  smiling 
holidays  endeared  to  them  by  custom, 
and  which  climate  and  inclination  alike 
fitted  them  to  enjoy. 

The' peasants  of  both  Spain  and  Por- 
tugal seem  musical  by  nature.    From 
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the  humblest  and  most  unpromising 
roof,  the  sounds  of  the  guitar,  the  man- 
dolin, or  the  castanets,  often  attract  the 
ear  of  the  stranger  ;  and  those  innocent 
recreations  relieve  them  from  having  re- 
course to  the  idle  and  worthless  occu- 
pations with  which  other  lands  contrive 
to  dissipate  their  hours  of  leisure.  Their 
movements  in  the  dance,  though  un- 
taught and  unstudied,  are  yet  striking, 
and  not  without  grace  ;  and  their  very 
dress,  so  well  calculated  to  display  their 
attitudes  and  figures,  adds  greatly  to  the 
picturesque  of  the  whole. 

Sometimes,  tempted  by  the  fineness  of 
the  day,  he  urged  his  rambles  to  a  length 
that  surprised  himself;  but  the  infinite 
variety  of  objects  prevented  the  way  from 
appearing  tedious  ;  or  if  at  any  time  he 
was  wearied,  the  door  of  the  cottage 
was  always  open  to  invite  him  to  enter, 
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and  partake  of  the  peasant's  fare ;  or  did 
he  arrive  at  a  spot  where  those  hospi- 
table dwellings  became  more  thinly 
scattered,  he  was  secure  of  finding  the 
luxury  of  a  vineyard  to  invite  him  to  re- 
freshment and  repose. 

Sometimes  his  thoughts  or  his  dreams 
wandered  to  England ;  but  it  was  to  wish 
that  the  Continent  was  alike  free  to  all ; 
and  that  it  was  in  his  power  to  transport 
those  whom  he  most  loved  and  valued  far 
away  from  the  moody  atmosphere  of  their 
own  skies  to  that  land  of  sunshine  and 
flowers,  which  had  already  begun  to 
spread  its  invigorating  influence  over 
his  own  frame. 

Continual  exercise  under  a  genial 
sky  can  scarcely  fail  to  produce  an  in- 
spiring eff*ect  upon  the  health  and  spi- 
rits. Vaughan's  heart,  buoyant  with  life, 
soon  resisted  all  temptations  to  be  sad. 
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though  his  situation  was  far  from  one 
of  unmixed  happiness,  or  brilliant  pro- 
spect. If  there  was  any  thing  that 
he  sighed  for  at  that  moment,  it  was 
to  be  engaged  in  more  active  service. 
He  could  hardly  hope  for  promotion 
while  stretched  at  his  ease  in  the 
shelter  of  some  overhanging  wood  or 
glowing  orange  grove,  or  wandering 
a  spectator  through  the  streets  of  a 
festive  city. 

The  narrowness  of  his  circumstances, 
too,  pressed  upon  his  feelings;  but  there 
were  luxuries  and  amusements  open  to 
him  in  the  aspect  of  nature,  and  of  those 
he  largely  partook.  No  where  is  the 
aristocracy  of  rank  so  rigidly  preserved 
as  in  the  army.  He  was  sometimes  dis 
concerted  to  perceive  a  coxcomb,  whose 
manners  and  narrow  ideas  betrayed  his 
mind,  and  whom  money  alone  had  evi- 
dently raised,  claiming  deference  as  his 
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superior  officer ;  but  he  felt  that  those 
might  be  but  temporary  vexations.     It 
is  the  happy  nature  of  youth  to  rise  su- 
perior to   circumstances ;  and  he   con- 
templated the  time  as  not  distant,  when 
no  man  could  have  the  paltry  privilege 
of  looking  down  upon  his  place  in  so- 
ciety.  On  his  uncle's  promises  he  placed 
the    firmest    reliance.      He   knew   him 
to  be,  though  stern,  honourable  ;  warm 
in  his  affections,  though  harsh  in  his 
manners;  and  though  perhaps  easy  to 
offend,  yet  not  implacable.     He  burned 
to  hear  the  trumpet ;  the  order  to  march 
would  have  been   the    most  welcome 
sound   to   his    ear ;    the   sight    of   the 
enemy's  camp  the  most  pleasing  specta- 
cle that  could  have  met  his  eye.     He 
longed  for  an  opportunity  of  distinguish- 
ing himself     The  time  was  even  nearer 
than  he  had  anticipated. 

He  had  written  to  England,  as  soon  as 
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he  found  that  his  regiment  was  likely  to 
be  detained  at  least  some  weeks,  in  the 
hope  of  obtaining  speedy  intelligence 
from  home.  He  had  received  but  one  let- 
ter, containing  little  besides  the  assur- 
ance of  the  health  of  his  friends ;  and  was 
anxiously  awaiting  a  second,  when  a 
small  packet  was  put  into  his  hands 
from  his  uncle. 

But  if  his  surprise  at  recognising  the 
hand-writing  was  great,  it  was  much  in- 
creased by  an  examination  of  the  con- 
tents. In  a  word,  it  contained  a  second 
order  for  the  immediate  purchase  of  a 
lieutenancy.  His  measure  of  delight  was 
full.  His  first  tliought  was,  that  his  uncle 
had  become  acquainted  with  the  whole 
transaction;  and  that  a  just  resentment 
towards  Philip  had  prompted  this  kind- 
ness towards  himself.  But  on  a  more 
minute  perusal  of  the  letter,  he  could 
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trace  no  allusion  to  any  such  discovery. 
His  uncle  expressed  himself  pleased  that 
no  whining  and  boyish  methods  had  been 
employed  by  him  to  regain  his  favour; 
that  having  once  confessed  his  error,  he 
had  prepared  himself  to  suffer  its  conse- 
quences, with  a  fortitude  and  spirit  ho- 
nourable to  his  character ;  and  that  he 
had  shown  firmness  enough  to  adhere  to 
the  resolution  he  had  adopted,  with  the 
true  and  proper  feeling  of  an  indepen- 
dent mind. 

It  was  evident  that  the  old  man  had 
satisfied  his  sense  of  justice  by  inflict- 
ing a  temporary  punishment,  as  an  evi- 
dence of  his  displeasure,  but  that  his 
heart  had  pleaded  for  lijm  in  secret. 
Vaughan*s  heart  bounded;  his  sanguine 
anticipations  appeared  realized.  In  the 
eye  of  youth,  how  bright  a  picture  is 
sometimes  painted    by  the  pencil  of 
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Hope.  What  might  he  not  expect  from 
the  man  whose  strong  affection  had 
borne  down  every  barrier,  had  over- 
leaped the  narrow  and  deep-rooted  pre- 
judices which  had  been  the  spring  of 
his  actions  for  so  many  years,  had  given 
such  an  air  of  asperity  to  his  manners, 
and  completely  concealed  from  the 
world  the  workings  of  his  heart.  And 
this  was  the  man  Avhom  the  world  had 
so  long  branded  as  a  selfish  misanthrope, 
whom  neither  the  sufferings  of  the 
many,  nor  the  gratitude  of  the  few, 
could  stimulate  to  liberality. 

He  doubted  not  from  this  moment  that 
all  his  difficulties  were  at  an  end  ;  he 
saw  himself  at  once  the  child  of  fortune 
— the  heir  of  his  uncle — the  hope  and 
comfort  of  his  parent — the  husband  of 
Catherine!  Elated  with  the  sketch  which 
his  imagination  had  drawn,  he  wrote,  on 
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the  spur  of  the  moment,  such  a  reply  as 
a  full  and  grateful  heart  could  alone  dic- 
tate ;  he  vowed  to  accept  the  gift  only 
as  a  stimulus  to  exertion ;  and  ventured 
to  predict,  with  ardent  sincerity,  that  the 
moment  w^as  fast  approaching  which 
would  prove  him  worthy  of  a  reward  so 
generously  bestowed. 


HUSBAND   HUNTING.  29 


CHAPTER  III. 


The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bush, 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  sun. 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling-  w1d<1. 
And  make  a  chequered  shadow  on  the  g-round. 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  comrades,  let  us  eit ; 
While  martial  sounds,  and  sweet  melodious  birds. 
Be  unto  us  as  is  a  nurse's  song-. 

Shalapcare, 


Relieved  from  the  dejection  which  had 
cast  a  shade  over  every  scene,  Yaughan 
began  to  look  around  with  renewed  in- 
terest, and  he  found  as  much  amuse- 
ment in  studying  the  character  of  the 
people,  as  the  curiosities  of  the  country. 
His  hours  of  solitude  he  devoted  to  the 
language;  a  task  which  daily  inter- 
course with  the  inhabitants  rendered 
comparatively  light.     He  was  fond  of 
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ascertaining  from  his  own  experience 
the  popular  feeling,  and  was  cheered 
by  perceiving  the  same  spirit  in  all 
ranks,  an  undeviating  resolution  to  de- 
fend the  country  to  the  last  breath. 

Sometimes,  in  company  with  his  bro- 
ther officers,  he  lounged  away  an  even- 
ing at  the  grates  of  the  various  con- 
vents; but  this  was  a  less  welcome  sub- 
ject of  contemplation.  It  was  painful 
to  him  to  see  what  minds  were  here 
destroyed  by  seclusion  from  the  world. 

Some  of  the  sisters  had  intelligent  and 
expressive  countenances  even  in  an  ad- 
vanced age.  These  walls  had  enclosed 
some  of  the  chief  beauties  of  Lisbon. 
He  regretted  to  witness  the  cold  indif- 
ference which  had  crept  over  their 
minds  with  regard  to  the  affairs  of  life. 
They  listened  with  childish  apathy  to 
the  details  of  their  country's  sufferings. 
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The  calamities  of  which  they  heard,  had 
not  reached  their  narrow  cells;  their 
occupations,  if  such  they  could  be  called, 
were  pursued  with  the  same  monotony 
which  had  marked  their  course  for 
years.  Of  distance,  never  having  ex- 
ceeded their  own  narrow  bounds,  they 
could  scarcely  form  an  idea;  and  a  mes- 
senger was  hardly  ever  despatched  on 
an  errand  from  the  convent,  that,  let  the 
distance  be  what  it  might,  they  did  not 
murmur  at  his  delay. 

Who  can  be  led  to  imagine,  that  the 
fittest  preparation  for  a  better  world  is 
to  take  no  interest  in  the  concerns  of  this? 
To  fly  from  a  life  which  was  destined  to 
exercise  and  purify  the  heart,  is  at  best 
but  an  unworthy  refuge  from  trial. 
Some  of  those  unfortunate  beings  had 
indeed  been  sacrificed  to  the  tyranny  or 
ambition  of  their  parents;   but  many 
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more  were  the  victims  of  a  blind  and 
mistaken  zeal;  and  some  few  had, 
through  early  disappointment,  volun- 
tarily retired  from  the  world.  Books, 
the  natural  resource  of  solitude,  with 
the  exception  of  those  on  religious  sub- 
jects, appeared  seldom  sought  as  a  re- 
creation among  those  whose  amuse- 
ments must  necessarily  be  so  limited. 

Vaughan  having  ventured  to  express 
his  surprise  on  the  subject,  and  to  point 
out  how  many  hidden  stores  of  intellec- 
tual pleasure  were  yet  open  to  their  pe- 
rusal, one  of  them,  with  a  deep  sigh, 
alleged  a  somewhat  natural  reason  in 
excuse,  which  perhaps  echoed  the  senti- 
ments of  half  the  community.  *'  Of  what 
avails  it,"  said  the  fair  nun,  *'  to  read  of 
scenes  in  which  we  must  never  mingle  ; 
of  events  in  which  we  can  have  no  share ; 
of  pleasures  that  we  are  forbidden  to 
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know;  of  places  and  people  that  it  can 
never  be  our  fortune  to  see  ?  It  would 
serve  only  to  heighten  an  unavailing  re- 
gret, and  bring  those  thoughts  back  ta 
earth,  which  we  have  vowed  to  devote 
to  heaven.  Yet  I  do  read  sometimes/' 
she  said,  with  a  sigh ;  "  here  is  one 
book,"  and  she  drew  out  a  small  mj- 
lume,  '*  which  I  have  read  again  and 
agaifi.  I  will  lend  it  to  you,  Signor^ 
and  you  shall  tell  me  whether  it  speaks 
truth.  But,"  and  she  seemed  somewhat 
to  repent  her  promise,  as  Vaughaa 
stretched  out  his  hand  for  the  Ixjok, 
*'  you  must  promise  to  me  by  the  Holy 
Virgin,  that  you  will  return  it  by  the 
same  hour  to-morrow,  for  it  has  been 
my  companion  for  many  a  tedious  day, 
and  I  will  not  lose  it  but  with  life." — '*'  I 
will  swear  to  you,"  said  Vaughan,  gmii- 
ing,  **  by  the  honour  of  a  soldier,  and 
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that  is  one  on  which  you  ought  to  rely." 
-— '"  I  know  not,"  said  the  Portuguese, 
raising  her  hand,  by  a  sudden  move- 
ment, to  her  marble  forehead,  and  start- 
ing back  with  a  look  of  deep  agitation, 
*'  that  is  one  which  I  mistrust  strangely; 
but  no  matter,  be  it  so  ;  I  will  confide  in 
you:"  and  crossing  her  hands  devoutly 
on  her  breast,  while  a  tear  found  its  way 
even  to  her  slender  fingers,  she  retired. 

"  Poor  thing,"  said  an  old  nun,  who 
yet  Ihigered  at  the  grating,  and  had 
not  quite  forgotten  the  feelings  of  her 
early  years,  *'  poor  thing,  who  that 
knows  her  little  history,  can  wonder 
at  the  doubt  she  expressed.  That  book 
was  given  to  her  by  a  young  officer  of 
your  country,  and  it  has  filled  her  head 
with  dreams  of  romance  of  which  she 
never  thought  before.  He  lingered  many 
an  hour  about  this  grate,  and  made  fine 


HUSBAND    HUNTING,  35 

speeches  and  sonnets  on  her  beauty,  of 
which  she  was  never  conscious  till  then. 
His  regiment  was  ordered  suddenly 
away;  yet  he  left  her  with  a  light  heart 
and  a  laughing  eye,  vowing  that  she 
should  see  or  hear  of  him  at  no  very 
distant  day,  which  day  has  never  come: 
and  my  mind  misgives  me  strangely  but 
he  is  one  of  those  who  will  tell  the  same 
tale  to  every  handsome  damsel  that 
crosses  his  path,  and  think  no  more  of 
Sister  Clara;  though  she  has  not  yet 
finished  her  noviciate,  and  might  leave 
the  convent  to-morrow.  Of  a  certainty, 
Signor,  he  is  eidier  dead  or  false- 
hearted; and,  be  it  which  it  may,  'tis  the 
same  to  her,  for  her  heart  is  breaking.'* 
Yauglian,  moved  by  the  recital,  gave 
the  remainder  of  the  evening  to  a  pe- 
rusal of  the  little  book  which  had  been 
thus  placed  in  his  hands.     It  was  a  tale 
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all  of  love ;  it  told  of  vows  broken,  conven- 
tual vows  disregarded,  of  convent  walls 
scaled,  of  faith  plighted,  and  hearts  ex- 
changed. "It  was  unmanly,  it  was  cruel, 
to  raise  such  images  before  her  eyes, 
and  then  leave  her  to  the  gloom  and  the 
sorrows  which  were  here  so  faithfully 
portrayed,"  thought  Vaughan  ;  **  and 
yet,  perhaps,  this  very  individual  is 
roving  the  world  at  this  moment  uncon- 
scious of  the  mischief  he  has  wrought, 
and  might  be  but  a  sample  of  the  many 
who  tread  the  eartli  inflicting  cureless 
wounds." 

He  related  the  little  story  which  he 
had  just  heard,  and  was  astonished  at  the 
laugh  which  followed  his  recital.  "  Ay, 
ay,  we  have  heard  something  of  this  be- 
fore,'* said  one  of  his  military  auditors; 
*'  and  I  think  I  could  even  name  the  man 
to  whom  you  allude ;  but  you  see  this 
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business  in  too  young  a  light.  He,  if  I 
mistake  not,  has  made  more  conquests, 
or  victims,  if  you  will  have  it,  than  this 
nun ;  but  is  it  a  man's  fault  that  he  is  a 
showy  fellow  with  a  plausible  tongue  ? 
— and,  if  the  fair  ones  of  Spain  and 
Portugal  choose  to  be  sentimental  and 
susceptible,  must  he  wear  a  mask  and  be 
dumb.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  However,  don't  ask 
his  name ;  we  are  all  sworn  to  keep  the 
secret,  lest  some  black-browed  Spanish 
brother  or  bravo  should  extinguish  one 
of  the  best-natured  fellows  in  the  ser- 
vice." A  new  burst  of  laughter  followed 
this  speech,  and  Vaughan  broke  through 
the  circle. 

On  that  evening  an  order  was  re- 
ceived for  the  first  brigade,  of  which 
Yaughan's  regiment  was  one^  to  march 
on  the  folio  wing  morning.  While  his 
heart  beat  with  the  prospect  before  him, 
he  did  not  forget  his  promise  to  the 
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young  nun.  He  had  but  just  time  to 
return  the  volume  which  she  prized  so 
highly,  and  to  console  her  by  venturing 
to  hope  that  chance  might  throw  its 
giver  in  his  way,  in  which  case  he  should 
not  fail  to  remind  him  of  the  Convent  of 
the  Estrella.  Clara  thanked  him  with 
a  blush  of  gratitude  ;  but,  as  she  waved 
her  hand  at  parting,  her  tears  betrayed 
that  hope  was  gone. 

Next  morn,  at  day-break,  his  first 
glance  was  towards  the  convent  walls, 
— and  in  an  hour  after  he  was  on  his 
way  to  Spain.  The  bustle  of  depart- 
ure, the  confusion  of  sounds  around 
him,  the  animation  which  lighted  every 
countenance,  produced  a  restorative 
effect  upon  his  spirits.  Soldiers  have 
too  little  leisure  for  reflection,  to  be 
long  the  prey  of  painful  tlioughts  ;  and 
Vaughan,  in  common  with  his  com- 
rades, surveyed  the  prospect  before  him 
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with  a  buoyant  and  joyous  feeling.  For 
the  first  day  or  two,  as  they  sailed  in 
proud  tranquillity  along  the  Tagus,  he 
could  scarcely  persuade  himself  that 
the  land  which  they  were  approaching 
was  the  very  dwelling  of  war  and  suffer- 
ing. It  looked  more  like  the  land  of 
peace  and  plenty,  dispensing  to  the 
stranger  its  superfluous  luxuries. 

But  as  they  disembarked,  and  ap- 
proached the  seat  of  conflict,  the  traces  of 
devastation  became  more  visible.  Here 
cottages  were  abandoned  by  the  terrified 
inhabitants,  and  stripped  even  of  their 
scanty  furniture, — groups  of  peasants, 
with  their  families,  were  making  as  pre- 
cipitate a  retreat  as  the  strength  of  the 
fugitives  would  permit, — and  at  one 
beautiful  spot,  where  the  vintage  had 
partially  commenced,  baskets  of  clus- 
tering grapes  were  seen  abandoned  in 
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the  hurry  of  flight,  and  the  labours  of 
the  husbandman  left  exposed  to  the 
grasp  of  the  soldier. 

At  the  close  of  a  long  march,  their 
attention  was  one  night  attracted  by  a 
blaze  of  light,  which  seemed  to  illumi- 
nate the  whole  forest  around.  They 
rushed  with  one  consent  to  the  spot. 
Groups  of  the  peasantry  were  assembled 
in  a  confused  mass  near  the  site  of  a 
vast  conflagration.  Their  various  habits, 
rendered  more  distinct  in  the  hideous 
glare,  showed  them  to  have  assembled 
from  various  provinces,  but  one  spirit 
appeared  to  animate  the  whole. 

They  were  shouting  round  the  burn- 
ing ruin  with  a  sort  of  wild  exultation, 
which  the  spectators  for  a  few  moments 
felt  at  loss  to  comprehend.  Could  they 
be  rejoicing  in  the  calamities  of  their 
country?    Were  they  rebels?    '*  What,'* 
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cried  the  officers,  advancing  amid  this 
strange  multitude,  while  fragments  of 
the  blazing  timber  fell  every  moment 
with  a  tremendous  crash,  ''  have  the 
enemy  been  already  here  ?  Is  this  their 
work?"  "  No  enemy,"  cried  a  crowd 
of  fierce  voices, — ''  no  enemy  is  like  the 
man  who  has  turned  traitor  to  his  coun- 
try. This  was  the  castle  of  one  of  our 
counts,  one  of  our  chief  lords.  Some 
of  us  here  were  his  vassals ;  he  has  de- 
serted us,  and  gone  over  to  the  French. 
This  work  is  ours,  the  work  of  our  re- 
venge. Should  he  ever  return,  he  shall 
find  that  his  country  will  contain  no 
castle  for  him.  No  child  of  his  race 
shall  ever  tread  within  these  walls.  So 
perish  his  memory!"  And  with  a  reite- 
rated shout  they  again  rushed  forward, 
and  danced  round  the  burning  pile. 
The  brigade  halted  in  a  plain  not  far 
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from  the  scene  of  tumult,  and  their  en- 
campment was  lighted  through  the  night 
by  the  blaze.  In  the  morning  all  was 
tranquil.  The  peasants  had  dispersed 
to  their  various  habitations,  leaving  be- 
hind them  no  other  traces  of  their  labour 
of  destruction  than  a  huge  and  black- 
ened heap  of  ruins. 

A  glorious  sun  shone  on  the  morn- 
ing's march ;  gallant  anticipation  be- 
guiled the  journey;  and  the  bands  of 
the  different  regiments  striking  up  on 
their  approach  to  the  towns  and  villages, 
summoned  all  the  inhabitants  to  their 
windows,  who  greeted  them  with  loud 
acclamations  as  they  passed,  and  made 
many  a  heart  beat  with  that  wild  exulta- 
tion which  no  man  but  a  soldier  can 
fully  comprehend. 

At  one  little  town,  at  which  they 
halted  for  refreshment,  less  pleasurable 
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sensations  awaited  them.     The  hospital 
for  the  troops  were  stationed  here,  and 
the  waggons  of  the  wounded  in  a  late 
engagement,  were  just  then  entering  in 
dreary  procession.     The  slow  and  me- 
lancholy motion  to  which   they   were 
obliged  by  the  pain  of  the  sufferers,  the 
hollow  and  dejected  countenances  of  the 
invalids,  the  soiled  and  disordered  uni- 
forms,  formed  a  striking  and  painful 
contrast  to  the  quick  march,  ruddy  and 
healthful  countenances,  loud  voices,  and 
military  array,  of  the  advancing  troops. 
But  in  an  instant  every  tongue  was 
checked   into  silence,  the  offspring  of 
respect  and  feeling,  for  their  unfortunate 
fellow  soldiers.     Vaughan  averted  his 
eyes  from   a  spectacle  which,   for   the 
time,  unmanned  him.    A  transient  damp 
was  cast  upon  the  spirits  of  all ;  and  yet, 
thought  he,  what  is  this  but  a  faithful. 
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though  hurried,  picture  of  human  life, — 
pain  and  pleasure  in  rapid  succession, 
one  almost  always  the  forerunner  of  the 
other.  In  the  wan  and  altered  counte- 
nances that  passed  him,  he  fancied  that 
he  could  recognise  some  familiar  faces, — 
some  whom  he  had  seen  in  the  circle  of 
the  light  of  heart;  some  whom  he  had 
laughed  at  as  coxcombs,  or  shunned  as 
dangerous  companions.  What  were  they 
now? 

Soldiership  may  be  the  source  of  er- 
rors, but  it  has  its  counteracting  lessons  ; 
and  many  a  feebler  appeal  to  the  heart 
and  understanding  has  been  made  by 
the  philosopher,  nay,  even  by  the 
preacher,  than  was  given  in  the  slow 
procession  that  then  wound  away  before 
his  eye. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Oh  !  the  tender  ties 
Close  twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart! 
Which  broken,  break  them  ;  and  drain  off  the  soul 
Of  human  joy,  and  make  it  pain  to  live. 

YoiiuQ- 


One  morning,  as  he  \yas  wandering 
through  the  streets  of  a  small  town, 
where  his  regiment  was  quartered,  he 
thought  he  saw  an  officer  riding  by, 
(though  the  last  person  he  should  have 
expected  to  see  there,)  his  old  college 
friend,  George  Mordaunt.  He  turned 
round  eagerly  to  ascertain  the  truth  of 
his  conjecture.  Mordaunt,  for  it  was 
indeed  he,  stopped  at  that  moment,  and 
removed  his  doubts  by  a  cordial  shake 
of  the  hand.     **  You  seem  surprised! 
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Is  my  appearance  here  so  very  unac- 
countable at  such  a  time?" — ''  I  am  in- 
deed surprised,"  returned  Vaughan; 
**  your  resolution  must  have  been  very 
suddenly  taken."—*'  True,  but  do  you 
think  that  no  one  is  to  be  seized  with 
the  military  mania  but  yourself.  I  had 
indeed  some  fair  objects  at  home, 
wherewith  to  make  a  man  contented  in 
England  ;  but  man  is  restless  by  nature, 
and  I  don't  pretend  to  be  exempt  from 
the  universal  failing.  But  come  to  my 
quarters,  where  I  am  handsomely  ac- 
commodated for  the  present ;  and  we'll 
talk  over  this  and  other  matters.  You 
will  guess,"  pursued  Mordaunt,  *'  that  I 
met  with  some  opposition.  Fathers  will 
frown,  and  mothers  weep.  I  had  an 
estate,  indeed,  that  might  have  been 
worth  looking  after;  but  I  have  made 
up  my  mind  that  I  shall  return  all  in 
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good  time, — if  not,  I  have  a  younger 
brother  willing  enough  to  keep  up  the 
honours  of  the  family,  and  if  I  should 
chance  to  get  knocked  on  the  head,  he 
will  have  you  to  thank  for  his  promo- 
tion." 

"  Me!"  said  Yaughan,  in  surprise. 
**  Yes,  you,"  returned  Mordaunt,  laugh- 
ing; *'  did  you  not  talk  over  your  pro- 
jects eternally,  and  did  not  I  listen,  not 
till  I  was  weary,  but  till  you  set  me  mad 
to  follow  your  example.  Who  was  to 
stay  lounging  at  home  when  half  the 
world  was  up  in  arms,  and  for  Spain  too  ?" 
— *' Right,  Mordaunt,"  said  Yaughan; 
*'  it  is  a  fine  country  and  a  fine  people  ; 
the  French  must  not  get  possession  of 
it,"  "  Right,'*  interrupted  Mordaunt; 
"  and  was  it  possible  to  sit  down  quietly 
a  mere  country  squire,  hunting  and 
shooting  for  the  rest  of  one's  days, 
when  one  might  be  so  much  the  bettcF 
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employed  running  down  foreign  game. 
But  here,  we  are  arrived  at  my  billet ; 
am  I  not  superbly  lodged?"   throwing 
open   the    door  of  a   large  apartment, 
fitted  up  with  unusual  elegance.     "  But 
a  week  ago  my  couch  was  spread   in 
the   open    air ;    and    a  few    drenching 
showers,  which  had  no  respect  of  per- 
sons, made  me  once  or  twice  think  of 
old  England.    My  host  is  a  genuine  Don 
of  the  first  feather, — and,  by  the  taste 
displayed  before  you,  you  may  easily  per- 
ceive that  a  female  hand  has  had  its  share 
in  the  arrangements.    He  has  a  wife  and 
two  exquisite  daughters,  who  sing  like 
sirens,  and  of  whom  I  catch  a  glimpse 
every  morning  as  they  go  to  mass.     I 
and  a  few  of  us  are  always  welcome  at 
the  Spaniard's  table,  and  the  Donna  has 
now  and  then  a  delightful  Tertullia,  of 
which  I  never  omit  one.'* 

**  And  all  this  will  end,  I  suppose. 
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by  your  leaving  your  heart  with  one 
or  all  of  your  fair  hostesses,"  said 
Vaughan,  laughing.  ''  Tliat  may  hap- 
pen, too,"  replied  his  friend,  "though 
I  have  not  yet  quite  determined  which. 
And  here  is  a  mandolin  belonging  to 
one  of  them,  which  I  took  occasion  to 
borrow  in  the  hope  that  she  might  be 
tempted  to  come  and  look  for  it.  I  have 
become  quite  sublime  on  the  instru- 
ment, and  might  set  up  for  a  wandering 
minstrel,  should  other  resources  fail. 
But  now  for  your  history ;  have  you  no- 
thing to  relate,  private  or  public,  since 
your  arrival  in  this  land  of  adventure? 
Have  you  come  thus  far  untouched,  es- 
caped all  wounds,  outward  and  inward  V 
Vaughan  confined  his  communication 
to  the  general  circumstances  relative  to 
himself;  yet,  in  speaking  of  Lisbon, 
he  accidentally  touched  on  the  intei^est 
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which  he  took  in  the  fate  of  the  young 
nun.  It  was  still  sufficiently  fresh  in 
his  memory  for  him  to  have  lost  none  of 
his  indignation  on  the  subject.  "  And 
now  what  do  you  think,"  said  Vaughan, 
*'  such  a  fellow  deserves?  He  has,  of 
course,  deserted  this  unfortunate  girl." 
'^  Very  possibly,"  said  Mordaunt;  I  am 
no  judge  of  those  matters;  but  this  I 
will  say,  that,  whatever  his  deserts  may 
be,  you,  at  least,  don't  seem  inclined  to 
spare  him, — and,  were  you  a  priest,  I 
certainly  should  not  advise  him  to  apply 
to  you  for  absolution."  '*  You  treat  the 
business  lightly,"  said  Vaughan;  '*  but 
no  man  of  conscience  or  honour  could  ac- 
quit himself  under  such  circumstances?" 
**  Hey,  why  do  you  fix  your  eyes  upon 
me ?  What  have  I  to  do  with  it?"—"  I 
don't  know, — I  have  no  right,"  inter- 
rupted Vaughan,  a  suspicion  just  then 
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flashing  across  his  mind;  *'  but  you 
seem  irritated."  "  Come,  come,  you 
are  not  my  confessor,"  said  Mordaunt, 
holding  out  his  hand ;  '*  there's  no  resist- 
ing your  cross-examination.  In  short, 
you  see  the  hero  of  the  romance  before 
you.  But  I  believe  I  tell  you  nothing 
new,  for  I  shrewdly  suspect  it  was  a 
piece  of  Clara's  own  intelligence." 

Vaughan  disclaimed  the  suspicion  with 
a  sincerity  that  his  friend  found  it  im- 
possible to  doubt.  "  Well,  well,  I  never 
quarrel  about  a  matter  of  opinion ;  I  am 
prepared  to  listen  to  a  string  of  re- 
proaches. Here  I  sit, — and  now  say 
what  you  will,"  throwing  himself  with 
an  air  of  affected  submission  upon  a 
couch  at  the  end  of  the  room.  "  No," 
said  Vaughan,  **  I  have  none  to  make. 
I  have  told  my  tale  ;  it  is  true  and 
simple,  and  requires  no  comment.     You 
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are  a  man  of  feeling  and  honour." 
*'  My  dear  fellow,  you  are  not  fit  for 
this  world,"  said  Mordaunt,  trying  to 
rally ;  "  you  are  too  romantic  for  me. 
You  see  a  pale  girl  at  a  convent-grating, 
and  listen  to  a  crazy  old  nun,  who  would 
take  advantage  of  your  credulity,  to  per- 
suade you  that  we  arc  all  a  set  of  barba- 
rians scarcely  worth  powder  and  ball." 

"  No,  I  took  the  liberty  to  judge  for 
myself;  and,  if  there  is  truth  in  the 
world,  that  girl  loves  you  with  a  sin- 
cerity not  to  be  questioned." 

'*  It  may  be  so,"  said  Mordaunt  gravely; 
*'  but  I  acquit  myself  of  all  design  upon 
her  heartj;  nor  had  I  till  this  moment  any 
suspicion  that  I  possessed  it.  It  was 
not  likely  that  my  taste  should  take  so 
serious  a  turn,  considering  the  innu- 
merable obstacles  between  us.'* 

"  Obstacles  ?  I  see  none  but  such  as 
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might  be  easily  overcome  where  the  hap- 
piness, the  life  of  a  generous  woman  was 
at  stake."  *'  I  could  name  a  thousand," 
interrupted  Mordaunt.  "  In  the  tirst 
place,  I  have  no  thoughts  of  shackling 
myself  thus  early,  nor  can  she  have  had 
any  thoughts  of  matrimony;  has  she  not 
voluntarily  devoted  herself  to  a  conven« 
tual  life?" 

"  Recollect,"  said  his  friend,  with 
strong  emphasis,  "  her  youth  and  in- 
experience. Till  she  saw  you,  she 
might  have  resigned  the  world  without 
reluctance.  Her  heart  had  as  yet  been 
unawakened.  It  was  you  who  first 
taught  her  to  feel,  and,  permit  me  to 
add,  to  suffer." 

"  Confound  it,"  said  Mordaunt,  im- 
patiently rising,  *'  my  regiment  was 
ordered  off;  could  I  command  it  to 
stay?      An  intercourse   of  this  nature 
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must  necessarily  be  short-lived.  Such 
things  were  not  intended  to  last  for 
ever." 

*^  No,  but  they  were  precisely  such  as 
might  be  remembered  for  ever." 

There  was  a  transient  pause.  Mor- 
daunt  paced  the  room  evidently  discon- 
certed, and  Vaughan  was  silent.  At 
length,  approaching  the  door,  he  said, 
'*  Mordaunt,  I  must  leave  you;  I  have 
intruded  upon  you  too  long.  I  have 
undertaken  a  hopeless  cause  ;  and  this 
unhappy  girl  must  be  hurried  to  her 
grave."  ''  The  grave !  no,"  said  Mor- 
daunt, starting,  "  I  am  not  so  culpable. 
I  have  not  the  vanity  to  think  myself 
capable  of  leaving  an  impression  on  any 
woman's  feelings." 

"  No,  but  you  had  the  vanity  to  en- 
deavour to  make  it;  and  believe  me, 
Mordaunt,    that    the    affections   of   an 
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innocent  heart  are  not  things  to  be 
lightly  prized, — nor  is  he  guiltless  who, 
having  sought  them,  throws  them  by/' 

''  Well,  what  would  you  have  me  do? 
What  can  I  do?"  said  Mordaunt,  more 
than  half  subdued ;  "  I  might  have  been 
thoughtless  in  the  first  instance ;  but  at 
present  I  am  notmy  own  master — I  can- 
not desert — duty  first,  and  and  love 
afterwards." 

*'  No,  but  your  pen  is  free,"  said  the 
persevering  Vaughan ;  "  you  can  write 
to  her,  and  prevent  her  from  taking  the 
vows.  If  you  reject  my  counsel,  Mor- 
daunt, the  image  of  that  girl,  pale  and 
dying  under  your  neglect,  will  yet  come 
across  you,  and  sadden  the  best  hours 
of  your  existence." 

*'  You  are  a  philosopher,  Vaughan,  and 
should  have  been  a  preacher ;  but  you 
have  done  more  than  I  could  have  given 
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you  credit  for.  In  ten  minutes  you  have 
found  Clara  a  husband,  and  me  a  touch 
of  the  heart-ach, — both  of  which  an 
hour  ago,  in  my  short-sighted  wisdom, 
appeared  two  as  unlikely  events  as  could 
possibly  happen.  But  I  shall  set  your 
heart  at  ease,  and  write  the  fatal  letter 
instantly.  We  may  soon  have  a  stirring 
day,  and  I  won't  answer  for  the  conti- 
nuance of  a  good  resolution." 
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CHAPTER  V. 


*'  I  saw  them  plumed  for  battle,  heard  then-  shouts 
]\raking'  the  lug-h  heavens  rin^,  to  which  their  spears 
Lent  a  ne^v  morn.     The  mountain's  rugg^ed  side 
Look'd  like  an  Indian  tapestrj^,  silver  shot, 
And  vein'dwith  hues  of  the  rainbow.  Banners  waved. 
And  the  shrill  trumpet's  cries  from  hill  to  hill 
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The  stirring  day  was  nearer  even  than 
the  young  soldiers  conjectured.  In  the 
evening,  on  their  return  from  a  walk, 
rendered  delicious  by  the  cool  fragrance 
of  the  air  from  the  gardens  that  covered 
the  country  to  the  foot  of  the  hills,  they 
found  the  British  in  the  full  bustle  of  pre- 
paration. The  roads  were  covered  with 
baggage  and  cavalry,  and  the  streets  of 
the  town  were  crowded  with  the  troops 
falling  into  the  line  of  march,  and  the 
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staff  riding  about,  and  giving  orders. 
The  evening  was  glorious,  the  sun,  an 
orb,  less  of  gold  than  of  living  lire,  broad 
and  burning,  sat  on  the  Sierra  in  a  splen- 
dour which  they  had  never  seen  before, 
and  which  the  troops  looked  upon  as  a 
sign  of  victory. 

As  they  left  the  town,  the  bands 
struck  up,  the  colours^were  unfurled, 
and  the  air  rang  with  the  gallant  tu- 
mult of  the  soldiery.  The  Sierra  before 
them  rose  rapidly  as  they  approached 
it,  and  the  brigade  gazed  on  its  masses 
and  pinnacles,  sheeted  with  sunlight 
in  a  thousand  shapes  and  hues,  with 
a  feeling  of  scarcely  less  than  astonish- 
ment. As  the  sun  sank  lower,  and 
the  bases  of  the  mountain  range  lost 
the  light,  they  seemed  embedded  in  a 
sea  of  melting  purple;  but  the  rivulets 
that  broke  down  the  higher  declivities. 
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still  gleaming  in  the  sun,  wore  the  look 
of  streams  and  gushes  of  fire  winding 
their  way  through  the  bold  and  frac- 
tured sides  of  the  hills,  till  they  were 
extinguished  in  the  gulf  below:  higher 
still,  the  brow,  jagged  and  pointed  in 
innumerable  forms,  was  the  crater  of 
the  great  volcano,  ruddy  with  shifting 
and  lurid  splendour  ;  and,  above  all,  one 
mighty  shaft  of  granite,  white  as  snow, 
and  in  the  full  blaze  of  the  sun,  shot  its 
spire  into  the  clouds,  with  the  intense 
light  of  a  living  volcanic  flame. 

The  troops  continued  their  marcli 
during  the  night,  through  precipices  and 
pinnacles,  by  wild  depths,  where  a  false 
step  would  have  been  destruction,  and 
on  ridges,  below  which  the  clouds  hung. 
The  moon  was  in  her  wane;  but  her 
light,  in  that  region  of  pure  air,  and 
under  the   serene    temperature   of  the 
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climate,  was  yet  enough  to  shew  their 
way  along  this  dangerous  and  diversi- 
fied tract  But  the  stars  shone  out  with 
a  blue  brilliancy,  new  to  eyes  that  had 
till  now  seen  them  only  from  the  plain. 
The  old  poetic  images  of  lamps  and 
gems  of  heaven  were  too  feeble  for 
their  glory.  Their  orbs  were  larger, 
their  brightness  broader  and  more  daz- 
zling, their  hue  of  a  deeper  and  more 
celestial  sapphire,  than  could  be  imaged 
by  the  common  similitudes  of  earth  ;  and 
Vaughan,  as  he  gazed  upon  them, 
thought  involuntarily  of  powers  and 
forms  of  being  beyond  the  grave,  of  the 
immensity  of  the  future,  and  of  those 
awful  and  illustrious  provinces  and  king- 
doms of  space,  to  which  the  spirits  of  the 
multitude,  now  grown  silent  in  their 
sight,  might  before  another  day  be 
hastening. 
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It  was  midnight,  when  an  officer  of 
the  staff  rode  up  to  the  regiment,  tell- 
ing them  to  get  under  arms,  and  advance 
immediately  towards  a  point  on  which 
the  last  beam  of  the  moon  was  falling; 
that  the  enemy  were  near,  and  that  it 
was  necessary  to  take  them  by  surprise. 

The  troops  started  from  the  ground 
with  martial  good  wili,  and  in  a  few 
moments  the  brigade  began  descending 
the  precipices.  The  march  was  con- 
ducted with  caution,  but  the  tread  of 
the  soldiery,  the  guns  crashing  down 
the  stony  road,  and  the  cries  of  the  mule- 
teers, which  no  threats  could  restrain, 
must  have  soon  betrayed  their  move- 
ments to  the  vigilant  and  active  enemy. 
But  fortune  still  favoured  them;  the  sky, 
hitherto  so  serene,  became  clouded,  as 
they  came  within  hearing  of  the  French 
videttes;  the  wind  rose,  and  suddenly 


62  HUSBAND  HUNTING. 

blew  in  gusts  of  such  force,  that  the 
soldiery  were  compelled  to  cling  to  the 
rocks  and  pines.  The  moonlight  was 
extinguished  at  once,  and  the  thunder 
began  to  roll  like  the  cannon  of  a  dis- 
tant battle. 

Still  they  pursued  their  march  in 
utter  darkness,  and  bewildered  among 
the  intricacies  of  the  valley,  or  lighted 
only  by  the  sulphureous  bursts  that 
sprang  and  quivered  along  the  ridges 
above,  or  covered  in  a  blue  and  crack- 
ling sheet  of  fire  the  columns,  and  then 
relapsed  in  an  instant  into  darkness 
inconceivable. 

The  rain  began  to  pour  in  torrents, 
the  ground  was  deluged,  and  a  glance 
at  the  mountain  by  one  of  the  flashes, 
shewed  it  white,  with  sudden  cataracts 
rushing  down  after  them.  To  take  shel- 
ter was  impossible,  to  advance  became  at 
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every  step  more  hazardous ;  all  points  of 
direction  had  been  lost:  it  was  at  last  re- 
solved to  halt  upon  the  spot  till  morn- 
ing. The  lightning  had  ceased,  and 
tenfold  darkness  covered  earth  and  sky, 
when  one  broad  burst,  that  seemed  like 
a  conflagration  of  the  general  atmo- 
sphere, broke  from  the  depth  of  the 
clouds,  and  showed  the  whole  horizon. 
They  were  already  at  the  foot  of  the 
hill  on  which  the  French  had  encamped 
for  the  night :  the  entire  position  was 
displayed  before  them,  the  guns  com- 
manding the  entrance  of  the  village,  the 
picquets  at  the  foot  of  the  ascent,  the 
cavalry  videttes  on  the  neighbouring 
heights.  But  all  was  silent,  as  if  man 
had  no  business  to  mingle  his  little 
powers  with  the  overwhelming  grandeur 
and  might  of  the  war  of  nature. 

The  glare  sank,  and  in  the  next  mo- 
ment the  troops  rushed  on  in  columns. 
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with  an  inspiring  huzza.  The  position 
was  attacked  in  flank,  front,  and  rear,  at 
once;  the  enemy  made  a  vigorous  resist- 
ance, and  the  face  of  the  hill  was  in  a 
blaze  with  cannon  and  musquetry.  The 
French  were  commanded  by  Giraud,  a 
gallant  soldier  and  a  favourite  of  Napo- 
leon ;  he  had  been  surprised,  but  he 
strove  to  sustain  his  character. 

The  conflict  became  close  and  de- 
structive ;  the  entrance  to  the  village 
had  been  barricadoed,  the  houses  were 
looped,  and  a  heavy  fire  was  poured 
from  every  roof,  fence,  and  window.  But 
the  British  bayonet  was  irresistible. 
The  barricadoes  were  rapidly  stormed, 
amidst  cheers,  and  the  roar  of  mingled 
artillery  and  thunder.  Vaughan  felt  him- 
self buoyed  up  with  a  lofty  and  madden- 
ing animation ;  he  plunged  into  the  blaze 
of  the  musquetry  without  a  conscious- 
ness of  hazard ;  all  was  a  bold,  feverish. 
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almost  joyous,  tumult  of  sensations;  a 
new  life  seemed  to  have  been  poured 
into  his  frame,  and  first  of  the  first,  and 
loudest  of  the  loud,  he  ^\mg  himself  into 
the  midst  of  desperate  encounter. 

His  captain  had  been  wounded  on  as- 
cending the  hill ;  he  was  now  in  com- 
mand of  the  company ;  and  the  thought 
of  distinction,  and  of  those  whom  he  had 
left  at  home,  doubly  inflamed  him.  A 
French  battalion  had  rallied,  and  was  gra- 
dually repelling  some  British  platoons 
that  had  ventured  too  far,  and  were  now 
keeping  up  a  scattered  fire.  As  Vaughan 
turned  into  the  street,  he  saw  the  pla- 
toons broken  and  forced  to  take  shelter 
under  the  portico  of  a  convent.  Their 
officer  had  fallen  in  the  centre  of  the 
way,  and  a  French  grenadier  rushed 
from  the  ranks  to  bayonet  him. — 
Vaughan  uttered  a  cry,  sprang  forwards. 


66  HUSBAND  HUNTING. 

and  grasped  the  Frencliman;  the  sol- 
diery on  both  sides  ceased  firing, 
through  fear  of  killing  either.  But  the 
conflict  was  brief.  The  musquet  was 
broken  between  the  strugglers,  but  the 
Frenchman  drew  his  sabre  and  aimed  a 
blow  which  might  have  extinguished 
Vaughan's  joys  and  sorrows  for  ever. 
The  wounded  officer  gave  a  sudden 
scream,  as  he  saw  it  lifted  up ;  Vaughan 
sprang  aside,  it  grazed  his  arm,  and  it 
was  returned  in  the  Frenchman's  heart. 
The  British  gave  a  roar  of  triumph,  and 
drove  the  battalion  before  them  down  the 
street,  firing  and  charging  till  its  rem- 
nant threw  down  their  arms  at  the  last 
barricade. 

Fatigued  and  bleeding,  yet  with  a 
salient  and  elevated  feeling,  such  as  he 
had  never  till  that  hour  experienced, 
Vaughan  led  back  his  prisoners  through 
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the  place  of  battle ;  the  dead  and  dy- 
ing still  lay  thickly  around,  and  his  first 
search  was  for  the  officer  whom  he  had 
saved.  He  found  him  under  the  por- 
tico to  which  the  wounded  had  been 
drawn.     The  officer  was  Mordaunt ! 

The  action  was  now  over :  a  few  scat- 
tered parties  of  the  enemy  continued 
firing  from  the  Sierra  de  Montanches, 
along  which  they  were  making  their  es- 
cape, pursued  by  the  light  infantry. 
But  even  this  was  soon  at  an  end ;  the 
British  success  was  complete.  Nearly 
three  battalions,  with  their  staff,  the 
Prince  d'Aremberg,  and  a  demi-bri- 
gade  of  artillery,  were  the  results  of  this 
night's  enterprise,  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  of  a  war  abounding  in  genius 
and  valour. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


With  cautious  steps  the  thicket  threading", 
And  starting-  oft  as  tlirough  the  glade. 
The  gust  its  hollow  moanings  made, 
Till  on  the  smoother  pathway  treading, 
More  free  her  timid  bosom  heat. 
The  maid  pursued  her  silent  guide. 

Lord  Dyi'On, 


All  was  tranquil  during  the  day  that 
followed.  The  carnage  had  ceased  on 
every  side.  The  survivors  had  returned 
to  their  new  quarters,  and  flung  upon 
their  knapsacks,  had  sunk  into  a  deep 
and  peaceful  slumber,  after  the  toil  and 
perils  of  the  night.  The  wounded  had 
been  borne  away — the  dead  lay,  a  fear- 
ful and  undistinguished  mass,  upon  the 
place  of  battle. 
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Vaiiglian,  too  perturbed  to  sleep,  wan- 
dered   forth   to   try   if   the    refreshing 
night-breeze  might  not  cool  his  fever- 
ish and  throbbing  brain.     It  is  not  in 
the  battle,  amid  the  confusion  of  sights 
and    sounds,  >vhen    the    roar    of   the 
cannon,  the  trumpet,  and  the  shouts  of 
the  opposing  lines,  drown  the  cries  of 
the  wounded  around,  that  the  soldier 
feels  the  horrors  of  war.  It  is,  when  the 
din  has  subsided;  when  the  excitement 
of  the  conflict  is  over  ;  when  the  groans 
and  lamentations  rise  upon  his  ear  in 
the  stillness  of  the  night ;  when  in  the 
corse  beside  him  he  stops  to  recognise 
some  familiar  face,  or  starts  from  the 
feeble  wail  of  a  dying  friend,  imploring 
him  to  put  a  speedy  termination  to  his 
sufferings. 

The  beams  of  the  rising  moon  shed 
a  bright  but  fearful  light  on  the  tar- 
nished arms  and  distorted  features  of 
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the  slain.  Vaughan*s  thoughts  strayed 
with  added  heaviness  of  heart,  to  those 
now  sleeping  in  ignorance,  whose 
hearts  might  yet  be  broken  by  the 
tidings  of  that  day's  slaughter ;  and, 
hiding  his  face  in  his  hands  to  shut  out 
the  dismal  spectacle  before  him,  he  shed 
some  bitter  but  not  unmanly  tears.  His 
thoughts  reverted  to  Catherine  and 
home,  and  so  painful  were  his  reflec- 
tions at  the  moment  that,  forgetful  of 
the  pride  and  pomp  of  military  fame,  he 
almost  wished  he  had  never  quitted  that 
home. 

His  reveries  were  disturbed  by  the 
sound  of  footsteps,  cautiously  approach- 
ing the  spot  where  he  stood ;  and  re- 
luctant to  be  intruded  upon,  he  hastily 
withdrew  behind  the  thick  branches  of 
the  tree  against  which  he  had  hitherto 
been  leaning.  Two  figures  in  Spanish 
cloaks  appeared.     They  might  be  wan- 
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derers,  like  himself,  to  whom  the  night 
had  failed  to  bring  repose ;  but  the  almost 
noiseless  steps,  now  retreating,  now  ad- 
vancing, and  yet  more  the  masks  by 
which  the  features  of  both  were  dis- 
guised, banished  so  favourable  an  im- 
pression, and  he  prepared  himself  to 
watch  their  movements,  as  a  matter  of 
military  duty. 

A  little  distant  from  the  place  where 
he  stood,  lay  the  body  of  a  young  Spa- 
niard, who  had  volunteered  with  the 
brigade  the  night  before.  A  moment's 
observation  convinced  Vaughan  that 
their  object  was  plunder,  and  that 
the  body  of  the  young  officer  was 
marked  for  their  first  spoil.  "  This,'* 
said  one  of  them,  ''  was  a  man  of  rank; 
I  have  had  some  tokens  of  his  genero- 
sity before  now.  His  pockets  were  al- 
ways well  lined,  and  I'll  engage,  even  on 
such  a  day  as  this,  they  are  not  empty.' 
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Bending  over  the  body,  he  began  his 
search.  A  faint  groan  from  the  lips  of 
the  Spaniard  betrayed  symptoms  of  re- 
turning life.  *'  What,  not  yet  dead?" 
said  the  plunderer,  drawing  his  knife, 
*'  then  I  must  despatch  you  at  once,  to 
make  sure  work  of  it."  *'  Villain,'*  cried 
Vaughan,  bursting  from  the  place  of  his 
concealment,  "  would  you  add  murder 
to  plunder?  if  so,  be  assured,  your 
crime  shall  not  be  unrever.ged.  Your 
dress  shows  you  to  be  Spaniards. 
You  have  disgraced  the  name.  Soldiers 
by  day,  robbers  by  night !  To-morrow 
shall  call  you  to  account  for  this  deed." 
The  fellow  started,  the  knife  fell  from 
his  hand,  but  speedily  recovering  him- 
self, **  We  are  two  to  one,"  returned  he, 
*'  Englishman,  you  had  better  let  us 
alone."  "  One  of  you  is  my  certain 
mark,"  said  Vaughan,  drawing,  at  the 
same  time,  his  sword,  and  pointing  it  at 
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the  throat  of  the  nearest.  *'  And  I  swear, 
that  the  first  that  raises  his  hand  dies.*' 
The  robbers  stood  appalled  for  an  in- 
stant. "  He'll  rouse  the  whole  picket 
upon  us,"  said  the  ruffian,  shrinking 
from  Vaughan's  grasp,  and  turning  to  his 
comrade,  but  the  other  had  already  fled, 
and,  with  a  fierce  execration,  he  also 
took  to  his  heels.  *'  And  you,  young 
hero,"  said  Vaughan,  bending  over  the 
Spaniard,  who  had  again  relapsed  into 
total  insensibility;  *'  is  there  a  hope  that 
the  life  which  I  have  at  least  preserved 
from  the  dagger  may  yet  be  spared  ?" 

The  vital  warmth  was  not  fled,  his 
heart  beat,  though  feebly.  He  raised  the 
head,  and  supported  it  against  his  own 
breast.  He  opened  his  vest  for  air,  and 
discovered,  suspended  from  his  neck, 
the  portrait  of  a  beautiful  and  youthful 
female.    He  had  an  indistinct  recoUec- 
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tion  of  having  seen  the  face  before,  but 
the  imperfect  light  prevented  his  more 
minute  survey.  One  heart  at  least  might 
chance  to  be  widowed  and  broken  by 
this  brave  stranger's  death.  *'  No,  he 
must  not  die."  A  glimmering  light 
from  a  cottage,  at  no  great  distance, 
gave  him  the  hope  of  help.  He  roused 
its  inhabitants,  an  ancient  peasant  and 
his  wife,  and  implored  of  them  to  accom- 
pany him  instantly.  The  honest  pea- 
sant arose,  and  followed  him,  while  his 
wife  busied  herself  in  lighting  a  fire, 
and  preparing  a  pallet  for  the  wounded 
man,  and  fell  on  her  knees  at  the  foot 
of  her  bed,  to  offer  up  a  prayer  to  the 
Holy  Virgin,  without  which  she  affirmed 
all  human  aid  would  be  unavailing. 

No  time  was  to  be  lost.  The  ruffians 
might  return.  A  few  minutes  brought 
them  to  the  place  where  the  body  of  the 
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Spaniard  still  lay.  Having  conveyed  him 
to  the  cottage,  the  next  step  was  to 
awaken  the  surgeon  of  the  regiment, 
and  Vaughan,  having  left  him  in  such 
hands,  returned  towards  the  town,  with 
a  satisfied  conscience,  but  a  heavy 
heart,  to  seek  an  hour's  rest ;  when  the 
sight  of  a  veiled  female  figure,  advanc- 
ing sadly  and  timidly  towards  the  fields, 
once  more  arrested  his  steps.  Not 
thinking  herself  observed,  she  raised 
her  veil,  and  displayed  the  countenance 
which  but  a  moment  before  had  floated 
across  his  recollection. 

It  was  the  face  of  Leonora,  for  he 
knew  her  by  no  other  name,  the  Spa- 
nish girl  from  whom,  with  her  brother, 
he  had  last  parted  on  the  day  of  his 
landing.  He  hesitated  to  address  her 
till  he  should  ascertain  her  purpose. 

She  passed,  evidently  without  perceiv- 
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ing  him.  He  saw  her  wander,  with  a 
wild  gesture,  over  the  bodies  of  the  slain. 
Sometimes,  with  her  slender  fingers,  she 
parted  the  blood-stained  locks  which 
concealed  the  convulsed  and  disfigured 
features ;  sometimes  she  shrank  with  a 
cry  of  horror  from  the  fearful  spectacle, 
yet  still  she  pursued  her  mournful  search. 
*'  The  Holy  Virgin  be  praised,"  said 
she,  at  last,  clasping  her  hands,  and 
raising  her  rosary  to  her  lips,  *'  he  is 
not  amongst  these  !  I  should  have  known 
him  even  in  death." 

The  remembrance  of  his  promise  to 
her  brother  on  the  deck  of  the  vessel, 
that  should  he  see  her  at  some  future 
period  in  danger  or  distress,  he  would 
console  or  protect  her,  as  his  own  heart 
might  dictate,  urged  him  to  step  forth 
from  his  concealment,  and  make  him- 
self known  to  her.     ''  Lady,"  he  said. 


HUSBAND    HUNTING.  77 

"  time  or  more  interesting  events  may 
have  effaced  me  from  your  memory.  But 
I  have  not  forgotten  that  countenance. 
My  promise  to  your  brother  was  not 
lightly  given.  Is  it  in  my  power  to 
serve  you?" 

The  lady  started  in  terror,  for  a  mo- 
ment, at  an  appeal  so  unexpected,  but 
his  concluding  words  re-assured  her. 
She  thanked  him  for  the  offer  of  his  ser- 
vices, and  recognised  him  as  her  bro- 
ther's friend.  But  her  thoughts  were 
wandering  and  disturbed ;  she  hesitated. 
Vaughan  renewed  his  inquiry,  and 
added  his  hope,  that  no  dear  friend  was 
the  object  of  her  search  ;  that  her  bro- 
ther— *'  My  brother,"  sighed  the  mourn- 
er, raising  her  eyes  to  heaven  !  "  Ther& 
alone,"  pointing  to  the  blue  expanse 
above  them,  "  can  I  hope  to  meet  him. 
He  fell  bravely  in  a  late  engagement." 
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And  a  few  tears,  a  tribute  to  her  earlier 
grief,  found  their  way  down  her  pale 
cheeks. 

Her  history  from  that  period  was 
brief.  Deprived  of  her  sole  protector, 
she  had  taken  shelter  in  a  convent, 
during  those  fearful  days.  It  was  her 
lover  whom  she  sought  on  that  plain. 
She  was  pledged  to  become  his  bride. 
The  convent  she  had  chosen  was  not  far 
from  the  field.  "  We  could  hear  in  our 
cells,"  said  the  trembling  narrator,  *'  the 
tumult  of  the  battle.  Every  shot  seemed 
to  my  perturbed  fancy  aimed  at  the 
heart  I  loved.  I  passed  a  day  of  agony. 
At  one  moment  I  was  praying  in  dis- 
may for  his  life  ;  at  the  next  I  was  pre- 
pared to  rush  headlong  from  my  place  of 
refuge,  disdaining  a  safety  which  I  could 
not  share  with  him.  The  din  of  arms 
has  long  ceased.     He  must  have  been 
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captured  or  slain  ;  he  could  not  be  un- 
faithful. The  miseries  of  suspense  be- 
came intolerable.  I  stole  forth  beneath 
the  night,  to  learn  my  fate — I  can  but 
die." 

Vaughan,  dubious  whether  to  rejoice 
or  grieve,  pointed  with  deep  feeling  to 
the  dim  light  in  the  distant  cottage.  He 
could  scarcely  doubt  that  the  object  of 
her  anxiety  was  the  stranger.  He  sim- 
ply intimated  to  her,  that  he  had  seen 
a  wounded  Spaniard  borne  there.  "  He 
yet  lives,"  said  Vaughan,  despondingly, 
willing  to  prepare  her  for  the  interview, 
and  thinking  it  almost  cruel  to  encou- 
rage her  to  hope. 

In  a  deep  silence,  which  might  almost 
have  been  taken  for  resignation,  but 
which  was,  in  fact,  the  stupor  of  despair, 
she  suffered  him  to  conduct  her  to  the 
door  of  the  cottage ;  where  he  forbore  to 
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intrude  upon  a  grief  which  he  could 
scarcely  hope  to  mitigate.  A  shriek  of 
recognition  convinced  him  his  conject- 
ture  was  true,  and  shrinking  hastily  from 
the  wild  and  bitter  lamentations  which 
followed,  he  returned  to  his  quar- 
ters, to  taste  of  a  broken  andunrefresh- 
ing  slumber. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


It  is  Jealousy's  peculiar  nature, 
To  swell  small  thing-s  to  great,  nay  out  of  nought 
To  conjure  much,  and  then  to  lose  its  reason 
Amid  the  hideous  phantoms  it  has  form'd 

Youngy 


With  the  morning's  light  he  awoke » 
His  first  thought  was  of  the  Spaniard, 
and  he  rose  hastily  to  make  some  in- 
quiry respecting  him ;  but  his  limbs, 
powerless  and  inactive,  tottered  beneath 
him;  his  cheek  feverish  and  his  forehead 
throbbing  with  pain,  he  sank  again, 
overcome  by  a  weariness  that  no  effort 
of  mind  or  body  had  vigour  to  subdue. 
The  surgeon  whom  he  had  summoned 
to  the  assistance  of  the  wounded  man 
on  the  preceding  evening,  coming  to  seek 
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him  at  that  moment,  and  perceiving  his 
feebleness,  ordered  him  to  his  bed,  with 
the  promise  that,  if  he  would  keep  him- 
self quiet  for  a  day  or  two,  he  would 
bring  him  regular  intelligence  of  the 
strangers,  in  whom  he  had  expressed  so 
strong  an  interest. 

But  in  a  day  or  two  Vaughan  was  no 
longer  in  a  state  to  listen  to  his  commu- 
nication. One  of  those  fevers  inciden- 
tal to  the  climate,  and  which  have  so 
often  desolated  the  fertile  provinces  of 
Spain,  appeared  to  be  making  fearful 
ravages  on  his  frame. 

To  a  long  period  of  total  insensibility 
delirium  succeeded  ;  and  the  sufferings 
of  the  mind  were  yet  more  painful  to 
witness  than  those  of  the  wasted  body* 
The  pain  inseparable  from  illness  dis- 
eased his  bewildered  imagination, which 
converted  it  into  the  agonies  of  some 
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mortal  wound.  He  fancied  himself  ex* 
tended  on  the  field  of  battle  in  the  heat 
of  the  engagement.  In  vain  he  es- 
sayed to  rise,-^he  felt  the  horses  of  the 
enemy  trampling  over  him. 

Then,  with  all  the  inconsistency  of  a 
dream,  those  whom  he  loved  were  trans- 
ported as  by  magic  to  his  side.  The 
hand  of  Catherine  was  supporting  his 
head  and  binding  up  his  wounds.  He 
was  almost  happy  for  a  moment, — when, 
on  a  sudden,  the  vision  assumed  a  more 
disastrous  form.  A  shot  pierced  the 
faithful  breast  against  which  he  was  lean- 
ing for  support.  She  sank  at  his  feet, 
fixing  her  dying  eyes  upon  him  with  an 
expression  which,  even  in  the  after-days 
of  returning  health,  often  floated  upon 
his  memory;  in  that  hour  of  utter 
wretchedness  hope  appeared  lost  to 
him  for  ever.     Then  he  called  upon  her 
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name  with  a  voice  of  wild  lamentation, 
till  exhausted  he  sank  again  into  a  state 
of  forgetfulness. 

In  those  restless  slumbers,  which  every 
one  has  at  times  experienced,  or  that 
yet  more  painful  alienation  of  mind  in- 
separable from  violent  disease,  the  in- 
tellect appears  to  acquire  a  singular  and 
tormenting  faculty  of  conjuring  up  hor- 
rors which  would  never  enter  the  wak- 
ing mind ;  the  ravings  of  a  delirious 
fancy  are  the  last  extremity  of  pain. 

After  hovering  long  on  the  confines 
of  the  grave,  he  opened  his  eyes,  to 
find  Mordaunt  seated  by  his  side,  with 
a  look  of  deep  anxiety,  and  holding  his 
wasted  hand  between  his  own  with  af- 
fectionate solicitude.  **  Are  you  there?" 
said  Yaughan,  in  a  feeble  voice,  "  why 
did  you  not  awake  me  before ;  my  dreams 
have  been  fearful."  **  Thank  Heaven, 
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you  know  me  again,"  was  his  friend's 
reply;  "  think  no  more  of  the  past. 
Since  dreams  have  ceased  to  torment 
you,  you  must  think  only  of  daylight 
and  fresh  air,  and  get  strength  as  fast 
as  you  can." 

It  was  some  days  before  Vaughan 
could  collect  his  thoughts  sufficiently  to 
dwell  long  upon  any  subject;  but  the 
first  object  of  his  inquiry  was  the 
wounded  Spaniard.  The  surgeon,  whom 
he  questioned  on  the  subject,  informed 
him  that  he  had  been  summoned  by 
other  duties  to  a  village  at  a  distance, 
but  that  he  had  confided  him  to  skilful 
and  careful  hands ;  and  had  the  satis- 
faction to  hear,  upon  his  return,  that  the 
cure  of  his  wounds  had  been  sufficiently 
effected  to  permit  him  to  quit  the  cot- 
tage, that  he  had  rewarded  all  who  had 
any  share  in  his  restoration  with  a  libe- 
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rality  that  betrayed  his  rank, — that  the 
lady  had  visited  him  daily  with  un- 
remitting assiduity,  and  that  he  was 
called  Don  Ferdinand  de  Velasquez.— 
But  this  was  the  extent  of  his  informa- 
tion. Whether  he  was  an  inhabitant  of 
that  town  or  its  neighbourhood  was  a 
point  of  which  he  was  completely  igno* 
rant ;  but  he  was  gone,  and  had  not 
been  seen  since. 

Vaughan  felt  chagrined  at  thus  hav- 
ing lost  all  clue  to  the  further  know- 
ledge of  persons  about  whom  he  felt  a 
more  than  common  interest ;  yet  he 
could  not  but  anticipate  the  denouement 
of  the  adventure  in  the  speedy  union  of 
the  lovers.  He  consoled  himself  with 
the  reflection,  that,  as  the  army  was  sel- 
dom stationary,  it  was  more  than  pro- 
bable that  chance  might  again  effect 
their  meeting. 
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The  returning  hue  of  health  had  in- 
deed scarcely  visited  his  cheek,  when 
orders  to  quit  their  present  station  were 
received ;  and  the  animating  hope  of  be- 
ing again  called  upon  to  distinguish  him- 
self, and  obtaining  those  honours  that 
were  the  natural  object  of  a  soldier's  am- 
bition, banished  every  other  idea^ 

This  hope,  however,  was  for  a  time  un- 

sustained  after  their  arrival  at  • ^ 

the  place  of  their  destination.  No  memo- 
rable movement  took  place.  The  officers 
of  the  various  regiments  there  appeared, 
for  a  time,  to  have  little  else  to  do  than 
to  pursue  amusement,  a  few  skirmishes 
alone  excepted,  which  scarcely  inter- 
fered with  the  leisure  of  the  quarters. 

*'  You  must  come  with  me  to-night, 
Vaughan,"  said  Mordaunt  one  day, 
"  Count  Alameda  gives  a  grand  fete  at 
his  villa,  in  honour  of  his  lady's  birth- 
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day.  I  have  an  invitation,  and  can  in- 
troduce you.  The  count's  villa  is  but  a 
trifling  distance  from  the  town  ;  and, 
even  were  it  further,  you  will  see  enough 
to  repay  you  for  the  trouble  of  going." 
Accordingly,  at  the  appointed  hour,  the 
two  friends  set  off  for  the  scene  of  festi- 
vity. 

The  coup-d'ceil  was  foreign  and  strik- 
ing ;  the  profusion  of  variegated  lamps, 
suspended  from  the  handsome  balconies 
which  surrounded  the  mansion, — the 
statues,  which  crowned  the  turrets  of 
the  lofty  edifice,  shown  in  all  their  mar- 
ble beauty  by  the  brilliancy  of  the  illu- 
mination beneath, — the  concourse  of 
superb  equipages  seen  driving  in  rapid 
succession  up  the  long  and  winding 
avenues,  all  presented  an  association, 
approaching  almost  to  regal  splendour. 
The  portico  by  which  the  guests  en- 
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tered  was  a  noble  orangery, — and  the 
breath  of  the  odoriferous  shrubs  and 
flowers  on  every  side  produced  as  de- 
lightful an  effect  on  the  sense,  as  their 
tasteful  arrangement  on  the  eye.  In  the 
interior,  the  extensive  baronial  hall,  set 
apart  for  the  dancers,  was  fitted  up,  so 
as  to  convey  the  perfect  idea  of  a  vine- 
yard in  its  most  glorious  season ;  clus- 
ters of  real  grapes  entwined  around  the 
marble  pillars,  and  trained  so  as  to  cover 
the  whole  ceiling,  hung  in  tempting 
bunches  within  the  reach  of  every  guest, 
and  offered  the  most  grateful  refresh- 
ment that  thirst  could  desire;  while  va- 
rious seats,  placed  at  intervals,  and  de- 
corated with  flowers  and  aromatic  plants, 
so  as  to  form  artificial  bowers,  were  al- 
most too  luxurious  not  to  invite  the 
stranger  to  repose,  and  temporary  for- 
getfulness,  even  amid  the  tumult  of  such 
a  scene. 


90  HUSBAND    HUNTING. 

The  hall  opened  to  a  spacious  lawn, 
where  a  display  of  fire -works  of  sur- 
passing beauty  was  the  first  object  of 
attraction ;  rockets  that  seemed  to  pierce 
the  sky,  stars,  comets,  meteors,  all  that 
ingenious  fancy  could  devise,  some  so 
constructed  as  to  burst  at  once  into  the 
form  of  wheat-sheaves,  and  which,  bear- 
ing the  bright  yellow  of  the  harvest,  ren- 
dered the  illusion  yet  more  complete, — 
the  whole  ending  with  a  boundless  blaze 
of  various  light,  which  rendered  every 
object  around  as  distinct  as  day,  and 
even  gave  a  transient  but  perfect  view 
of  the  town  in  the  distance,  the  inhabi- 
tants of  which  were  only  discerned 
crowding  their  Avindows  to  obtain  a 
sight  of  this  most  brilliant  spectacle. 

The  fireworks  over,  the  guests  re- 
turned to  the  ball-room.  Amongst  the 
most  animated  of  the  group  was  one 
whom  Yaughan   could  scarcely  fail  to 
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recognise,  notwithstanding  the  striking 
difference  in  her  appearance ;  it  was 
Leonora, — no  longer  the  pale  and  de- 
jected being  he  had  last  seen  her,  with 
her  hair  floating  in  wild  disorder  over 
her  heart-broken  features;  but  joy  in 
every  tone  and  look,  her  whole  dress 
arranged  with  studied  elegance,  her 
ebon  locks  braided  upon  her  arched 
forehead,  and  sparkling  with  jewels,  and 
her  still  more  sparkling  eye,  with  the 
caprice  of  conscious  beauty,  darting 
round  without  fixing  its  gaze  on  any  ob- 
ject for  a  moment  at  a  time. 

Vaughan  surveyed  this  young  and  vivid 
being  with  a  feeling  of  delight.  *'  This," 
said  he  proudly  within  himself,—**  this 
is  my  work.  I  have  made  her  what  she 
is;  I  was  the  means  of  rescuing  her 
from  misery,  perhaps  from  death;  she 
owes  her  present  happiness  to  me.'' — 
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He  approached,  and  made  himself 
known  to  her.  She  held  out  her  hand 
with  a  frank  familiarity  which  charmed 
him.  She  told  him  that  Velasquez  was 
now  perfectly  restored  to  health,  that 
she  was  become  his  wife,  and  that  this 
happy  change  in  her  destiny  appeared 
to  gild  every  thing  around  her ;  that  she 
even  looked  forward  to  a  speedy  and 
glorious  termination  of  her  country's 
sufferings.  She  spoke  with  enthusiasm 
of  the  zeal  which  England  had  displayed 
in  the  cause,  and  flattered  him  by  many 
a  grateful  tribute  to  its  unexampled  va- 
lour. 

She  was  interrupted  by  the  approach 
of  Velasquez,  who  twice  pronounced 
her  name  unheard.  The  third  time  it 
was  uttered  loudly,  and  in  a  tone  which 
convinced  her,  that  she  must  instantly 
obev  the  summons. 
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Leading  her  apart  from  the  general 
group,  but  not  far  from  the  spot  where 
Vaiighan  still  remained,  and,  uncon- 
scious of  his  acquaintance  with  the  lan- 
guage, the  Spaniard  made  his  remarks 
freely  in  his  hearing.  *'  I  was  not 
aware,  Leonora,"  he  said,  *'  that  you 
had  any  acquaintance  with  those  fo- 
reigners,"— the  word  foreigner  was 
uttered  in  almost  a  tone  of  con- 
tempt. ''I  thought  you  told  me  that, 
when  you  took  up  your  abode  in  Eng- 
land,— and  you  may  remember  that  I 
was  averse  to  the  scheme  at  the  time, — 
you  lived  in  total  retirement?" 

''  And  I  told  you  true,  dear  Velas- 
quez," said  Leonora  gently;  **  my  ac- 
quaintance with  this  officer  is  but  of  re- 
cent date."  "  For  so  slight  an  acquaint- 
ance, the  meeting  appears  to  have  been 
productive  of  vast    pleasure    on   both 
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sides,"  said  Velasquez,  with  a  bitter 
smile.  "  You  are  too  impatient,  Ve- 
lasquez," said  the  lady,  somewhat  dis- 
tressed ;  "  I  have  met  this  officer  but 
twice  before ;  but  it  was  under  circum- 
stances, the  recollection  of  which  might 
well  give  an  interest  to  our  present 
meeting.  This  is  not  the  moment  for 
such  explanation, — the  when,  the  how, 
the  where,  we  met,  you  shall  have  when 
we  are  alone.  Come,  look  kindly  on 
me,  Velasquez;  I  cannot  bear  to  see 
that  frown  upon  your  brow." — *'  I  can- 
not smile,  Leonora;  I  am  not  in  the 
mood  just  now;  I  cannot  school  my 
features  like  your  fair-faced  English- 
man." 

Vaughan  overheard  this  short  dia- 
logue with  a  feeling  of  deep  regret.  It 
was  evident  that  the  mind  of  the  Spa- 
niard was  the  seat  of  prejudices,  amongst 
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which  national  pride,  and  a  no  small 
proportion  of  jealousy,  were  not  the  least 
conspicuous.  He  hesitated  for  a  mo- 
ment whether  to  seek  or  shun  the 
acquaintance  of  a  man,  into  whose  cha- 
racter he  had  obtained  so  unfavourable 
an  insight.  He  at  length  determined 
Upon  the  former;  candour  might  do 
much.  He  might  have  laid  a  claim  upon 
his  gratitude  by  revealing  the  extent  of 
his  obligation  towards  himself, — but  this 
would  have  been  his  last  resource. 

Approaching  where  the  young  pair 
were  standing  in  gloomy  silence;  and 
affecting  entire  ignorance  of  what  had 
passed,  he  presented  his  card.  *'  I  had 
the  pleasure,  Don  Ferdinand,"  he  said, 
*'  of  embarking  for  Lisbon  in  the  same 
vessel  with  the  Donna  Leonora.  Her 
brother  recommended  her  to  my  protec- 
tion.    She  has  since  found  a  fitter  and 
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better  protector,  and  can  never  stand  in 
need  of  my  services ;  yet  I  hope,  with 
your  permission,  for  the  pleasure  of  im- 
proving that  acquaintance." 

The  Spaniard,  at  all  times  to  the 
highest  degree  well  bred,  and  perhaps, 
too,  in  some  measure,  won  by  his  frank- 
ness of  manner,  accepted  his  card,  at  the 
same  time  exchanging  his  own;  then 
bowing  politely,  but  somewhat  haugh- 
tily, lie  drew  Leonora's  arm  Avithin  his 
own,  and  retired,  his  fine  countenance 
exhibiting  something  of  the  struggle 
which  still  disturbed  his  mind. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Look  round  how  Providence  bestows  alike 

Sunshine  and  rain  to  bless  the  fruitful  year 

On  different  nations,  all  of  different  faiths. 

And  though  by  several  names  and  titles  worshipped, 

Heaven  takes  the  various  tribute  of  their  praise. 

Since  all  agree  to  own,  at  least  to  mean 

One  best,  one  greatest,  only  Lord  of  all. 

Rome. 


Having  made  this  preliminary  step, 
Vaughan  thought  it  inconsistent  with 
what  was  due  to  himself  to  make  any- 
further  advances ;  but  chance,  by  throw- 
ing them  constantly  in  the  way  of  each 
other,  seemed  to  have  decreed,  that  the 
acquaintance  thus  begun  was  not  to  end 
here.  Velasquez,  a  man  of  cultivated 
habits,  and  graceful  pursuits,  was  per- 
haps the  companion  whom  he  would 
VOL.  ir.  F 
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have  selected,  to  beguile  those  hours 
which  were  not  claimed  by  his  military 
duties ;  but  that  most  repulsive  of  all  fail- 
ings  which  even  their  first  interview  had 
discovered  in  the  Spaniard's  character — 
Pride,  seemed  to  present  a  formidable 
barrier  to  all  familiar  and  generous  in- 
tercourse. 

Velasquez,  a  Roman  Catholic,  and 
peculiarly  bigotted  to  his  own  tenets, 
did  not  scruple  to  express  an  unjustifi- 
able disdain  for  all  other  opinions.  As 
a  soldier,  every  laurel  which  decked 
the  British  appeared  plucked  from  the 
national  coronet  of  Spain.  He  would 
have  trusted  her  cause  to  the  prowess  of 
her  single  arm  rather  than  call  in  the 
aid  of  a  foreign  power.  With  a  man  of 
such  feelings  and  opinions,  it  was  evi- 
dent to  Vaughan  that  he  could  scarcely 
hope  for  friendship ;  yet  there  was  no- 
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thing  like  open  hostility  between  them 
Vaughan's  natural  generosity  of  heart, 
together  with  an  interest  which  he  could 
scarcely  help  feeling  in  one,  whose  life 
he  had  undoubtedly  been  the  means  of 
preserving,  banished  all  appearance  of 
distrust  on  his  part ;  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  habitual  dignity  of  the  Spa- 
niard's character  prompted  him  to  strug- 
gle against  his  suspicions. 

Vaughan  was  sometimes  encouraged 
to  hope  that  his  union  with  a  high-souled 
and  gentle  being  might  be  productive  of 
conciliation  ;  but  he  often  trembled  for 
the  future  fate  of  the  woman,  who  had 
trusted  her  happiness  to  the  power  of  so 
stern  a  guardian. 

Leonora  failed  not  to  perceive,  with 
deep  pain,  even  in  these  early  days  of 
her  wedded  life,  the  lamentable  failings 
which  obscured  her  husband's  brighter 
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qualities  ;  but  with  all  her  good  sense 
and  strong  feeling,  she  yet  adopted  the 
very  worst  possible  method  for  removing 
the  evil.  Though  Vaughan  had  always 
preserved  a  strict  silence  on  his  personal 
affairs,  yet  Leonora,  either  from  report 
or  observation,  had  imbibed  the  idea 
that  he  was  ill  at  ease  in  hope  and  for- 
tune. Grateful  for  his  sympathy  in  her 
own  hour  of  distress,  she  felt  interested 
for  his  welfare.  Her  husband,  a  man  of 
rank  and]  influence,  had  many  good  of- 
fices in  his  power  ;  and  these  her  natural 
benevolence  prompted  a  wish  to  secure 
for  her  friend. 

But  she  had  the  unwise  habit  of  her 
sex,  of  introducing  her  favourite  sub- 
ject too  often,  and  of  pressing  it  too 
ardently.  Unhappily,  instead  of  taking 
warning  by  his  lowering  brow,  and  half- 
uttered  replies,  she  pleaded  her  cause 
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with  renewed  energy.  Her  innocent 
and  inexperienced  heart  foresaw  no 
danger.  Her  love  for  Velasquez  was  of 
that  pure  and  undivided  nature,  that  the 
idea  of  its  being  mistrusted  for  a  mo- 
ment never  once  crossed  her  mind.  A 
less  affectionate  but  more  cautious  and 
worldly  spirit  would  have  reined  the 
moody  temper  of  Velasquez  with  more 
success.  On  his  part,  he  was  attached 
to  her  with  a  love  that  amounted  to  sel- 
fishness. The  most  virtuous  emotions 
of  the  human  heart  may  be  indulged  to 
a  perilous  excess ;  a  word,  a  look  of  ap- 
probation, towards  any  human  being  but 
himself,  was  misery  to  the  ear  and  eye 
of  the  Spaniard. 

Vaughan,  in  the  course  of  the  cam- 
paign, had  lately  various  opportuni- 
ties of  distinguishing  himself.  The  evi- 
dences of  his  military  merit,  together 
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with  the  many  striking  qualities  which 
a  more  intimate  acquaintance  could  not 
fail  to  discover  in  his  character,  had 
raised  him  high  in  the  favour  of  his 
commander,  and  the  mournful  devasta- 
tion which  had  taken  place  in  the  ranks 
of  his  regiment,  had  at  the  same  time 
opened  the  way  to  his  promotion. 

These  circumstances  could  not  in  the 
slightest  degree  interfere  with  Velas- 
quez's views,  or  diminish  his  own 
share  of  honour,  but  they  were  still 
thrown  into  the  scale  of  the  general  of- 
fence. The  slightest  seed  of  discontent, 
if  once  permitted  to  enter  the  breast, 
strikes  root  like  a  poisonous  weed.  Ve- 
lasquez was  nobly  born;  he  could  boast 
of  both  fame  and  fortune.  He  had 
youth,  talent,  and  beauty  ;  a  lovely  wife 
who  would  have  given  her  life  for  his; 
yet  in  the  possession  of  all  the  essen- 
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tials  of  happiness,  his  anxious  and 
irritable  spirit  poisoned  the  sources  of 
enjoyment.  Like  Haman,all  this  availed 
him  nothing;  he  still  saw  "  Mordecai 
the  Jew  sitting  at  the  king's  gate." 

Vaughan  gradually  perceived  the  fatal 
rock  on  which  Leonora's  happiness  was 
too  likely  to  be  wrecked ;  but  to  talk 
on  a  subject  so  delicate,  so  nearly  con- 
cerning himself,  and  to  one  so  partially 
known,  was  altogether  impracticable ; 
he  could  therefore  only  hope  that  his 
fears  had  not  out-run  the  danger;  and 
guiltless  of  all  intention  to  offend,  he 
consoled  himself  with  the  knowledge 
that  Velasquez  had,  with  all  his  faults, 
no  small  share  of  vigorous  and  counter- 
acting reason. 

It  was,  besides,  a  stirring  time,  and 
gave  room  to  feelings  of  a  more  public 
nature.     The  day  was  probably  not  dis- 
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tant,  when,  again  fighting  side  by  side, 
and  animated  by  one  common  cause,  all 
private  irritation  would  be  buried  in  that 
one  great  interest,  which  made  friends 
and  brothers  of  them  all. 

Velasquez,  among  his  national  pecu- 
liarities, had  a  zeal  for  making  con- 
verts among  the  English  heretics,  or  at 
least  for  inspiring  them  with  a  high 
idea  of  his  own  religious  tenets.  The 
frankness  of  Vaughan's  manners  ap- 
peared to  him  to  intimate  a  flexible  and 
yielding  mind;  and,  for  the  moment, 
forgetting  the  jealousy  of  the  husband 
in  the  ardour  of  the  missionary,  he  was 
anxious  that  he  should  be  present  at  the 
more  impressive  of  the  national  ceremo- 
nies. Having  heard  one  day  that  a 
young  novice  of  a  neighbouring  convent 
of  high  birth  and  distinguished  beauty 
was  to  take  the  veil  on  the  morrow,  he 
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proposed  to  Vaughan,  that  they  should 
attend  the  rite.  Vaughan,  to  whom  a 
similar  opportunity  had  not  hitherto  pre- 
sented itself,  embraced  the  offer. 

They  found  the  chapel  of  the  convent 
thronged  with  spectators.  The  young 
victim  herself,  splendidly  arrayed,  stood 
firm  under  the  gaze  of  the  multitude, 
and  evidently  prepared  to  perform  her 
melancholy  part  with  fortitude.  The 
shrines  and  altars  were  decorated  with 
a  profusion  of  flowers.  The  immediate 
friends  and  relatives  of  the  unfortunate 
girl,  all  superbly  dressed,  as  for  the  ce- 
lebration of  some  joyous  event;  the 
boys  who  chaunted  the  anthem,  dressed 
in  spotless  white,  with  long  scarlet  and 
embroidered  sashes ;  the  sacerdotal 
robes,  even  the  books  which  the  priests 
held  in  their  hands,  and  which  they 
opened  at  intervals  to  recite  the  prayers 
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appointed  for  the  day,  ornamented  in  a 
style  of  the  most  costly  decoration,  were 
all  evidently  intended  to  give  a  magni- 
ficent and  festal  impression.  The  slow 
and  deep  tone  of  the  music  as  it  floated 
through  the  lofty  aisles,  was  alone  in 
unison  with  the  natural  feelings  of  the 
time;  all  else  was  brilliancy  and  anima- 
tion. 

He  shrank  with  little  short  of  pain 
from  a  display  so  ill  suited  to  the  occa- 
sion, while  he  could  not  forbear  gaz- 
ing with  deep  interest  on  the  young 
object  of  it  all,  who,  with  her  arms 
folded  across  her  breast,  her  long  hair 
wreathing  in  luxuriant  tresses  for  the 
last  time,  and  her  veil  but  partially  con- 
cealing a  face  of  sweet  and  touching 
beauty,  pronounced  the  irrevocable  vow 
with  an  unbroken  voice,  while  she  cast 
a  mournful  but  firm  glance  on  those  from 
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whose  friendship  and  society  she  was 
about  to  receive  the  mandate  of  final 
and  utter  exclusion. 

As  they  left  the  hall  of  the  convent, 
"  Senor,"  said  Velasquez,  *'  you  Avill 
now  confess,  that  with  us  religion  re- 
ceives its  due  honours  ;  and  that  there  is 
something  peculiarly  grand  and  impos- 
ing in  the  ceremonies  of  our  church, 
calculated  to  produce  a  permanent  influ- 
ence on  the  mind  ;  you  must  acknow- 
ledge its  superiority  to  the  plain  and 
common  forms  adopted  by  your  country- 
men." *'  Excuse  me,"  returned  Vaughan, 
*'  if  I  venture  to  differ  from  your  opi- 
nion. In  pomp  and  pageantry,  you 
doubtless  far  exceed  us.  Its  external 
effect  it  were  vain  to  deny  ;  but  I  must 
doubt  of  its  beneficial  influence.  It 
bears  too  direct  a  reference  to  our  merely 
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human  taste  for  shew.  So  much  to 
allure  the  eye  must  distract  the  thoughts. 
Absorbed  by  the  brilliant  spectacle  be- 
fore us,  we  almost  forget  its  origin  ;  and 
feelings  more  sublime  are  lost  in  the 
contemplation  of  those  common  vani- 
ties."— *'  'Tis  well,  Sir,"  said  Velas- 
quez, with  more  than  his  usual  stern- 
ness, '*  I  was  prepared  to  find  this  the 
result  of  your  reflections  ;  but  you  will 
at  least  acknowledge  that  we  have  but 
now  witnessed  no  slight  instance  of  the 
power  of  our  Church.  To  see  a  young 
female,  in  all  the  pride  of  her  youth  and 
beauty,  voluntarily  resigning  all  that  is 
supposed  to  render  life  valuable,  and 
even  in  the  very  midst  of  those  common 
vanities,  (since  they  can  receive  no 
milder  name,)  devoting  herself  to  its 
service,  is  it  not  a  sublime,  a  splendid 


HUSBAND   HUNTING.  109 

spectacle,  one  calculated  to  awaken  the 
finest  and  loftiest  feelings  of  our  na- 
ture." 

The  vision  of  the  young  nun  rose 
upon  Vaughan's  eye,  and  he  spoke  with 
an  increased  feeling.  *'  No,  Senor," 
said  he ;  "  no :  to  see  such  a  being  ab- 
juring all  those  pure  and  innocent  plea- 
sures which  her  youth  was  made  to 
enjoy  ;  to  hear  her  renouncing  all  those 
natural  and  gentle  ties  which  make  the 
charm  of  existence  ;  to  see  her  robed  for 
this  sacrifice  of  death  as  for  a  bridal,  was 
too  painful  a  contemplation  for  me  ever 
to  wish  to  witness  again »  Gracious  hea- 
ven !  what  could  be  the  heart  of  the 
father  or  the  mother,  who  had  reared 
her  from  infancy  to  consign  her  to  that 
living  tomb!" 

Leonora,  who  had  listened  with  grow- 
ing alarm  for  the  result,  at  this  period 
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endeavoured  to  check  Vauglian's  ear- 
nestness by  various  hints,  which  how- 
ever he  failed  to  understand.  ^'  Had  I 
a  voice,"  he  pursued,  "  in  the  legisla- 
tion of  your  country,  my  first  labour  of 
patriotism  would  be  the  subversion  of 
those  melancholy  and  unnatural  cus- 
toms. I  would  throw  down  your  con- 
vent walls.  I  would  set  these  unfortu- 
nate victims  of  superstition  free."  He 
stopped  suddenly  ;  in  giving  a  loose  to 
the  generous  and  manly  emotions  of  the 
moment,  he  had  almost  forgotten  that 
his  auditor  was  a  Spaniard. 

A  glance  of  flame  from  the  dark  eye  of 
Velasquez  reminded  him  of  his  inadver- 
tence. '*  I  thank  you,  Senor,"  said  he, 
bowing  haughtily,  "  I  thank  you  in  the 
name  of  my  countrymen,  for  the  favour- 
able opinion  you  have  expressed  of  us 
and  of  our  faith.  It  is  for  this,"  said  he, 
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turning  angrily  to  Leonora,  "  that  we 
foster  heretics  in  our  bosom.  Openly 
they  defend  our  cause,  while  at  heart 
they  laugh  us  to  scorn,  pervert,  insult  our 
sacred  ordinances." 

*'  You  mistake  me,  Don  Ferdinand," 
hastily  interrupted  Vaughan.  '*  For  my- 
self, I  honour  the  Spaniards  as  a  nation. 
They  are  a  brave  people.  As  indi- 
viduals, no  man  is  more  ready  to  ac- 
knowledge their  merits  than  myself." — 
''  Except,"  interrupted  Velasquez,  '*  on 
those  points  on  which  of  all  others  a 
Spaniard  prides  himself  the  most." — 
'*  This  is  scarcely  just,  Don  Ferdinand," 
returned  Vaughan,  with  rising  indigna- 
tion, yet  checked  by  Leonora's  pre- 
sence. '*  Till  this  moment  I  have  been 
gratified  by  your  friendship;  but  with- 
out freedom  of  opinion,  there  can  be 
neither  confidence   nor  friendship."—. 
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"  All  friendship,  Serior,  such  as  it  may 
have  been,"  said  Velasquez,  with  in- 
creased vehemence,  **  is  at  an  end  be- 
tween us.  A  Spaniard  feels  insulted  by 
the  slight  put  upon  his  country."  He 
added  in  a  low  tone,  *'  A  fitter  time  and 
place  may  be  found." — "  Forbear,  Velas- 
quez, in  mercy  forbear,"  said  Leonora, 
who  had  listened  in  silent  terror,  as  the 
argument  increased  in  warmth,  *'  con- 
sider a  moment,  the  Senor  has  reason, 
or,  at  least,"  scarcely  knowing  what  she 
uttered,  "  moderation  on  his  side/^ 

"This  is  not  a  point  to  be  decided  by 
a  woman's  judgment,"  said  Velasquez, 
doubly  exasperated  by  her  interposition, 
and  thrusting  rudely  from  him  the  gentle 
hand,  whose  pressure  ought  to  have  re- 
called him  to  a  sense  of  his  error.  "  It 
would  better  have  become  one  of  your 
birth  and  station.  Donna  Leonora,  to 
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have  sided  with  your  country  and  your 
husband  in  such  a  cause,  than  thus 
warmly  to  have  taken  up  the  defence  of  a 
stranger  and  a  heretic." — ''  I  side  with 
none,  I  take  part  with  none,"  said  the 
trembling  Leonora,  her  alarm  deepen- 
ing every  instant ;  *'  I  would  see  you 
friends  ;  that  is  my  sole  object ;  let  that 
end  be  accomplished,  I  care  not  by  what 
means."  Then,  venturing  again  to  press 
his  hand,  notwithstanding  her  first  re- 
pulse, and,  by  a  sudden  movement  fling- 
ing back  her  veil,  the  marble  paleness 
of  her  features,  and  tears  seen  glisten- 
ing in  her  dark  eyes,  tears  which  seldom 
shed  possessed  double  value,  were  not 
without  their  effect. 

A  shade  of  human  feeling  passed 
across  the  Spaniard's  haughty  brow.  He 
drew  her  to  him,  and,  imprinting  a  kiss 
upon  her  forehead,  **  Leonora,"  he  said. 
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**you  would  play  upon  my  weakness, 
but  I  was  not  born  to  be  a  woman's  toy. 
There  are  bounds  to  human  forbearance, 
and  some  offences  which  the  honour  of  a 
Spaniard  cannot  brook." — "Then  here, 
Don  Ferdinand,  we  part  for  the  pre- 
sent,'' said  Vaughan,  laying  a  marked 
emphasis  on  the  word.  "  Respect  and 
deference  for  the  admirable  lady  before 
me,  forbid  my  giving  way  to  the  lan- 
guage of  feelings  that  ought  to  have 
been  spared.  Lady,  I  wish  you  all 
happiness ;  Senor  Velasquez,  farewell  !** 
Leonora  thanked  him  with  a  blush  of 
gratitude.  The  Spaniard  made  a  proud 
obeisance,  and  turned  towards  his  home. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Besvare 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but  being-  in 
Bear  it  that  the  opposer  may  be  aware  of  thee  ; 
Give  every  man  thy  ear,  but  few  thy  voice, 
Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judg-ment. 

Shakspeare. 


Vaughan  had  been  scarcely  an  hour  in 
his  chamber,  when  a  note  from  Velasquez 
was  put  into  his  hand;  the  challenge 
which  it  contained  was  no  new  subject 
of  surprise.  It  is  the  misfortune  of  affairs 
of  this  nature,  that  they  are  generally 
the  work  of  a  moment,  and  that  the  period 
of  reflection,  which  might  bring  with  it 
repentance,  seldom  comes  till  repentance 
is  unavailing.  In  the  present  instance, 
there  was  more   time   for  deliberation 
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than  usually  happens.  Some  military 
duties  interfered  with  his  immediate 
gratification  of  the  Spaniard's  purpose  ; 
and  he  could  not  until  the  third  day  from 
that  on  which  the  challenge  was  sent, 
feel  himself  at  liberty  to  name  the  hour 
and  place  of  meeting. 

Nevertheless,  since  it  appeared  inevi- 
table, Vaughan  almost  regretted  the  de- 
lay. He  had  met  the  challenger  more 
than  halfway  ;  there  was  no  alternative, 
he  could  not  now  draw  back — and  honour 
appeared  to  demand  that  the  answer 
should  be  as  speedy  as  if  the  meeting 
were  appointed  for  the  morrow.  He 
wrote  and  despatched  a  hasty  reply,  in- 
timating his  intention  of  being  punctual, 
and  no  sooner  was  the  decision  des- 
patched, than,  as  many  a  man  has  done 
before  him,  he  sat  down  to  reflect  upon 
the  probable  consequences. 
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''  Was  it  for  this  that  I  saved  his  life?" 
he  exclaimed.  '*  Better  for  us  both  that 
he  had  never  awoke  from  the  spot  on 
which  I  found  him,  or  that  we  had  never 
since  met."  The  thought  of  his  friends 
in  England,  was  not  the  least  bitter 
amongst  those  that  crowded  on  his  mind. 
That  he  should  fall,  he  felt  more  than 
half  convinced.  The  present  was  not 
the  first  trial  of  the  Spaniard's  skill.  He 
now  sat  down  to  write  such  letters  as  it 
would  be  necessary  to  forward  to  Eng- 
land, in  case  of  his  death.  To  his  mo- 
ther and  uncle  he  wrote  a  few  brief  but 
affectionate  lines  ;  but  to  Catherine  he 
poured  out  every  feeling  of  his  heart  in 
an  ample  and,  as  he  deemed,  satisfac- 
tory justification  of  his  whole  conduct. 
This  he  felt  would  be  cherished  as  a 
last  memorial  of  an  unshaken  affection. 

His  heart  became  so  full,  in  the  idea 
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that  he  was  writing  to  her  for  the  last 
time,  that  he  gave  loose  to  the  whole 
eloquence  of  tenderness,  and  when  the 
sound  of  approaching  footsteps  arrested 
his  employment,  he  was  astonished  to 
perceive  the  unusual  length  to  which 
his  letter  had  extended  itself. 

The  intruder  was  the  colonel  of  his 
regiment.  Vaughan  replied  to  his  salu- 
tation with  an  air  that  betrayed  the  dis- 
order of  his  mind.  "  You  are  either  ill 
or  unhappy,  Vaughan,"  said  the  colonel ; 
*'  have  you  had  bad  news  from  England? 
— a  faithless  mistress  or  a  treacherous 
friend,  no  uncommon  events  in  life,  be- 
lieve me." — "  No,  Sir,"  said  Vaughan, 
impatiently,  ''  nothing  of  the  kind  ;  I  am 
fatigued  with  a  long  ramble  in  the  heat 
of  the  day ;  the  symptoms  of  a  wea- 
ried body  are  often  mistaken  for  those 
of  a  distempered  mind."     *'  But,"  said 
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the  colonel,  half  smiling,  '*  here  is 
plain  evidence  of  a  good  two  hours' 
work  at  least,"  pointing  to  the  letters 
on  the  table  before  him.  "  Do  you 
usually  write  epistles  on  this  scale? 
One  would  think  that  you  were  penning 
your  last  will  and  testament,  or,  at  least, 

the  last  letter  that  you  ever  intended  to 
write.'* 

*'  The  last,"  said  Vaughan,  starting 
unconsciously  at  the  sound;  *'  it  may  be 
so;  every  man  must  take  his  chance; 
and,  if  I  may  trust  to  my  own  impress- 
ions,   mine "  he   checked   himself. 

"  You  are  not  well,  Sir,"  returned  the 
colonel  gravely;  *'  you  are  evidently  dis- 
turbed. But  this  is  no  time  for  trifling ; 
and,  since  you  will  not  deal  candidly  with 
me,  permit  me  to  make  a  nearer  guess 
at  the  truth,"  a  sudden  recollection  just 
then  flashing  across  his  mind.  '*  I  might 
have  foreseen  the  consequences  of  that 
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intimacy.  I  never  thought  well  of  your 
acquaintance  with  that  blackbrained 
Spaniard.  It  was  evident,  from  the  first 
hour  of  your  acquaintance,  that  he  was 
jealous  of  you.  The  fellow  had  imbibed 
some  silly  notion  that  you  had  been  a 
former  lover  of  his  lady's,  (which  might 
nave  happened  too,)  and  he  was  predis- 
posed to  quarrel  with  you  on  the  first 
opportunity.  However,  you  have  other 
claims  upon  you  than  those  of  his  petu- 
lance. No  man  can  doubt  your  nerve." 
"  No  man  shall,"  said  Vaughan ;  "  this 
business  must  be  gone  through,  let  what 
will  be  the  result."  The  colonel  con- 
tinued to  reason,  but  he  reasoned  in 
vain. 

Vaughan  was  roused  late  the  next 
morning  from  a  heavy  and  perturbed 
slumber,  the  consequence  of  an  over- 
excited mind,  by  Mordaunt,  whose 
wounds  had  been  trivial,  and  who  was 
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now  nearly  recovered.  **  What,  not  yet 
risen,  and  with  such  a  golden  sun  burn- 
ing full  in  at  your  window.  Up !  all  the 
world  are  stirring."  **  Is  it  so  late?'* 
said  Vaughan.  *'  Tis  strange.  I  did 
not  think  that  I  had  slept  at  all  last 
night.'^  '*  You  are  singularly  out  in  your 
calculation  then,"  returned  his  friend, 
'*  for  it  appears  that  you  have  not  only 
slept  the  night  through,  but  made  pretty 
tolerable  inroads  into  the  morning. 
I  have  a  hundred  things  to  say  to  you, 
and  a  hundred  things  to  do  besides, 
and  not  more  than  half  time  to  get 
through  them  all.'*  "  What?"  said 
Vaughan,  starting  up;  "is  there  news? 
a  march,  an  engagement,  a  pursuit?" 

*'  Not  one  of  the  three,"  interrupted 
Mordaunt ;  "  for  once  it  is  private  busi- 
ness that  occupies  me,  or,  atleast,  nothing 
that  materially  concerns  the  world  in  ge- 

VOL,  II.  G 


122  HUSBAND   HUNTING. 

neral.  I  heard,  some  days  since,  that 
the  regiment  was  ordered  for  India.  I 
regretted  the  circumstance  at  the  time, 
being  not  ill  pleased  with  our  style  of  life 
here;  but  there  may  be  things  to  see 
and  to  do  there  as  well  as  here  ;  and 
since  I  have  entered  upon  a  thorough 
wanderer's  life,  I  may  as  well  support 
the  character." 

''  True,^'  said  his  friend,  with  an  air  of 
abstraction,  *'  if  the  mind  be  at  ease,  it 
matters  but  little  where  the  body  may 
be  condemned  to  stray."  '*  If  the  mind 
be  at  ease,  my  dear  fellow!  and  what  is 
to  hinder  it?  If  the  mind  be  at  ease! 
was  that  spoken  in  the  spirit  of  the 
camp?  Why  will  you  obscure  all  my 
glowing  fancies?  I  was  on  the  very 
tip-top  of  expectation,  and  then  you 
come  in  with  one  of  your  dampers.  May 
I   forfeit  estate,  commission,   and   my 


HUSBAND    HUNTING.  123 

laurels  in  prospect,  before  I  would  have 
your  confounded  taste  for  reflection." 
"  Well,"  replied  Vaughan,  "  to  your 
business,*' — **  My  business  is  simply 
this:  I  am  off  for  England  previously  to 
embarking  for  the  east.  Have  you  any 
letters,  memorials,  presents,  any  Lis- 
bon chains  or  Spanish  rosaries.  I  am 
ready  for  the  whole."  ''  Letters!"  said 
Vaughan,  looking  for  those  written 
on  the  preceding  evening.  Mordaunt 
laughed  as  he  took  from  his  valise  a 
packet  of  formidable  size;  for,  through 
delicacy  to  Catherine,  he  had  enclosed 
the  one  addressed  to  her,  together  with 
such  others  as  he  had  found  it  necessary 
to  forward  to  England,  under  cover  to  his 
mother. 

"  I  suspect  you  have  put  the  regimen- 
tal correspondence  into  my  hands  by 
mistake.     Why,  man,  she'll  never  read 
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one  half  of  it."  "  Stop/^  said  Vaughaii, 
"  you  must  give  me  back  that  letter,*'  the 
chance  which  might  render  it  expedient 
to  despatch  others  of  a  far  different  or- 
der just  then  darting  into  his  mind.  *'  I 
would  keep  that  letter  till  the  last  mo- 
ment,— I  may  want  to  make  some  addi- 
tions to  it."  "Additions!  I  should  think 
that  they  could  be  scarcely  necessary,'* 
examining  it  with  an  air  of  ludicrous  mi- 
nuteness. "  True;  but  it  is  possible  that 
I  may  not  send  it  at  all.  Circumstances 
^^may  change  before  your  departure.^* 
''  Hardly,  I  should  imagine,  as  I  leave 
this  to-morrow."  **  To-morrow!"  "Ay, 
at  day-break."  ''  That  is  unfortunate.*' 
*'  Unfortunate !  not  at  all ;  when  a 
thing  must  be  done,  the  sooner  it  is 
done  the  better, — and  I  have  a  world 
of  business  on  my  hands.  You  per- 
plex me  so,   that  I  had  forgotten  the 
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most  material  part  of  my  communica- 
tion. I  have  now  acted  the  soldier 
long  enough  for  a  time,  and  am  going 
to  try  peril  in  a  new  shapp.  I  shall 
beat  up  the  convent  of  the  Estrella  in 
my  route  homewards,  and  resume  my 
devoirs  to  my  little  Clara;  and,  if  I 
find  her  as  fond  as  you  would  persuade 
me,  and  more  inclined  to  partake  the 
wandering  fortunes  of  the  corps  than 
remain  singing  vespers  and  nursing  the 
old  nuns,  I  n\^y  even  go  so  far  as  to 
make  her  my  wife,  and  then  away  for 
India.  Will  she  stand  the  trial?"-— 
**  She  will,"  said  Vaughan,  with  em- 
phasis ;  "if  ever  there  was  faith  in 
woman,  I  could  read  it  in  her  tears." 

"  Well,  that  affair  is  decided,"  re- 
plied Mordaunt,  smiling;  ''  you  see 
before  you  *  Benedict,  the  married 
man.'     Allow  that  I  showed  a  dutiful 
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deference  to  your  opinion  in  the  affair; 
though,  to  speak  the  truth,  there  was  no 
great  merit  in  following  advice  which 
perfectly  agreed  with  iny  own  inclina- 
tions." "  Remember  me  to  your  Clara," 
said  Vaughan.  **  Ay,"  returned  his 
friend ;  *'and  to  the  vestal  physiognomy 
of  the  old  nun  at  the  grating,  who  gave 
me  so  brilliant  a  character,  and  libelled 
all  mankind  for  my  sake.  The  sight  of 
me  on  such  an  errand  will  make  a  mira- 
culous change  in  her  opinion  of  the  sex. 
By  St.  Ursula,  she  will  be  for  eloping 
herself  with  the  first  handsome  ruffian 
that  falls  in  her  way." 

"  Mordaunt,"  said  Vaughan,  grasp- 
ing his  hand,  and,  though  incapable  of 
entering  into  the  gaiety  of  his  friend, 
at  all  times  was  capable  of  rejoicing 
in  his  happiness,  "  I  am  delighted 
with  the  prospects  before  you ;  accept 


HUSBAND   HUNTING.  127 

my  sincere  congratulations  now,  how- 
ever prematurely.  I  may  never  have 
another  opportunity  of  making  them," 
and  he  walked  to  the  window  to  con- 
ceal his  emotion. 

**  You  are  a  noble  fellow,  Vaughan," 
said  Mordaunt,  following  him.  ''  But  all 
is  not  right  with  you  this  morning.  To 
what  painful  and  mysterious  event  do 
you  allude.  Show  me  that  you  think  of 
me  with  the  confidence  of  a  friend  and 
a  man  of  honour."  ''  I  can  refuse  no- 
thing thus  asked,"  returned  Yaughan ; 
but  it  must  be  under  the  seal  of  total  se- 
crecy, with  an  additional  promise  that 
you  will  offer  no  opposition  to  my  pre- 
sent purposes.  To  be  plain  with  you, 
then,  I  have  accepted  the  challenge  of  a 
rash  and  intemperate  Spaniard.  The 
meeting  is  appointed  for  the  day  after  to- 
morrow."— ''  'Tis  an  unlucky  business," 
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said  Mordaunt;  but  I  do  not  see  the 
affair  in  so  serious  a  light  as  you.  You 
will  give  this  coxcomb  his  quietus.  He 
must  be  a  puppy,  or  he  would  never 
have  insulted  you.  You  will  come  off 
with  flying  colours."  "  It  may  be  so:  at 
all  events,  you  see  the  necessity  of  dis- 
cretion." *'  But  one  question  more ;  you 
have  omitted  one  material  point,  the 
name  of  the  offender." 

"  Mordaunt,  there  are  bounds  to  all 
communication." — **  Well,  then,  the 
cause  of  the  offence  ?  I  am  curious  to 
know  what  could  have  entangled  one  of 
your  principles  in  such  a  business." 
"  Excuse  me  there  also  ;  yet  I  could 
scarcely  tell  you, — a  chance  word,  an 
opinion,  a  sentiment,  too  freely  ex- 
pressed. You  know  what  nothings  may 
be  wrought  into  a  quarrel.  Jealous  fool," 
he   muttered,  walking   away,   the   Co- 
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lonePs  hint  at  that  moment  recurring  to 
his  mind. 

Then  turning  sudderrfry  to  Mordaunt: 
'*  Should  you  be  delayed  a  day  or  two, 
I  shall  leave  this  packet  to  be  delivered 
to  you.  You  will  be  particular  in  for- 
warding it  to  its  destination.'*  **  My 
confounded  ill-luck !"  exclaimed  Mor- 
daunt. What  would  I  not  give  for  the 
next  two  days?  But  the  regiment  is 
already  under  orders.  Our  baggage  has 
gone  off;  the  transports  are  signaled  off 
the  coast."  He  paused.  "  Yet  confound 
them  all ;  let  them  go ;  here  I  stay." 

"Farewell,"  said  Vaughan  firmly;  *'  I 
insist  on  your  going.  That  packet  con- 
tains matters  of  the  highest  importance 
to  me.  It  must  be  delivered  by  none 
but  hands  that  I  can  rely  on,  as  I  do 
on  yours.  It  shall  be  sent  after  you. 
Now,  once  more  farewell."     He  turned 

G   5 


130  HUSBAND   HUNTING. 

away.  Mordaunt  followed  him,  and  took 
his  hand.  "  Then,  if  it  must  be  so,  fare- 
well!" said  he,  in  a  tone  of  unusual 
feeling.  He  walked  towards  the  door; 
then  suddenly  stopping,  exclaimed :  "  I 
hope,  my  dear  fellow,  you  will  give  that 
scoundrel  Don  a  lesson  that  he  will  re- 
member as  long  as  he  lives."  He  glanced 
a  last  and  almost  sorrowing  look  at 
Vaughan,  and  burst  out  of  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Oh  that  the  busy  worlds  at  least  in  this, 

Would  take  example  from  a  wretch  like  me  ; 

None  would  then  waste  their  hours  in  foreign  thoughts, 

Forget  themselves,  and  what  concerns  their  peace, 

To  tread  the  mazes  of  fantastic  falsehood  ;. 

To  haunt  their  idle  sounds,  and  flying  tales. 

Through  all  the  noisy  giddy  courts  of  rumour  I 

Malicious  Slander  neve?  would  have  leisure 

To  search  with  prying  eyes  for  faults  abroad. 

If  all,  like  me,  considered  their  own  hearts, 

And  wept  the  sorrows  which  they  found  at  home. 

Rowe, 


MoRDAUNT  passed  through  the  long  and 
crowded  street  where  the  regiments  for 
embarkation  were  mustering.  He  was 
roused  from  his  meditation  by  the  com- 
mon camp  inquiry  of  "  What  news?" 
from  a  circle  of  his  brother  officers. 
**  None,"  was  his  brief  answer.  *'  Now, 
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I'll  lay  my  feather-springs  to  your  brass 
barrels,  Mandeville,"  said  a  brilliant  en- 
sign to  one  of  the  group,  **  that  Mordaunt 
is  to  be  the  second.  He  has,  you  see, 
mounted  a  diplomatic  look  for  the  occa- 
sion."—  *'  Ay,"  returned  Mandeville, 
*'  the  lieutenant  strides  away  in  high 
official  style  ;  he  is  clearly  practising  to 
measure  the  twelve  paces." — *'  Are  you 
actually  to  be  Vaughan's  second,  Mor- 
daunt?" said  a  more  sedate  inquirer. 
Mordaunt  was  all  surprise.  "  Come,  no 
admiration ;  the  business,"  continued  the 
officer.  *'  The  old  Colonel,  who,  you 
know,  can  as  little  keep  a  secret  as  a  shil- 
ling, in  his  execrations  at  all  foreigners 
under  the  sun,  let  slip  the  whole  story. 
Vaughan  will  go  through  the  affair  to 
the  honour  of  his  regiment ;  and  the 
Spaniard  will  learn  to  behave  better  for 
the  future,  be  that  short  or  long.'' 
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Mordaunt  here  interfered.  '*  Gentle- 
men, nothing  more  must  be  said  upon 
this  topic.  You  of  course  will  perceive 
its  delicacy.  Mr.  Vaughan's  wish  is — '* 
— *'  To  be  sure,  and  undoubtedly  it  is — " 
said  an  Irish  Major,  who  had  just  come 
up — "  every  gentleman's  wish,  to  send 
the  man  to  the  seat  of  his  ancestors, 
who  runs  his  yellow  face  between  him 
and  a  pretty  woman,  let  her  be  of  what- 
ever part  or  province  of  the  wide  world 
she  may  be,  Cork,  Cadiz,  or  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope."  The  sentiment,  was  re- 
ceived with  universal  applause. 

*'Now,  Lieutenant  Mordaunt,"  said 
the  Major,  taking  him  by  the  button, 
"  as  you  are  the  particular  friend  of  this 
young  gentleman,  and  therefore  may 
probably  know  no  more  about  his  love 
matters  than  his  mother  does,  I  will  tell 
you  the  whole  history.     I  sailed  in  the 
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transport  with  Mr.  Vaughan,  and  on 
board  were  the  pair  of  Spaniards  that 
have  raised  all  this  disturbance :  the 
Donna,  a  fine  black-eyed  damsel,  with 
a  mighty  bewitching  smile ;  and  the 
Don,  as  solemn  and  stately  a  piece  of 
pride  as  ever  acted  Dragon  to  the  Golden 
Fruit.  But  before  we  had  been  half-a- 
dozen  days  on  our  way,  the  young  Eng- 
lishman had  caught  the  Donna's  eye 
and  her  heart  besides  ;  not  at  all  to  the 
liking  of  her  magnificent  he-duenna. 
They  landed  together  at  Lisbon;  and 
there  ends  my  story." 

'*  And  there  begins  mine,"  said  Man- 
deville ;  '*  I  saw  their  rencontre  at  a 
fete,  accidental  or  not,  it  was  lover-like 
in  the  first  style  of  romance,  sighs  and 
blushes  on  the  one  part,  bowing  and 
fine  speeches  on  the  other,  the  inter- 
view growing  rapidly  more  interesting. 
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when  up  marched  that  tall  handsome 
fellow,  he  who  commands  the  Spanish 
grenadiers ;  confound  his  name,  it  is  as 
long  as  himself; — ay — Don  Ferdinand 
— I  forget  his  dozen  other  Christian 
names ;  the  lady  drew  in  at  once ; 
Vaughan  persisted;  the  Don  looked 
fierce;  and  as  he  walked  away,  I  read 
rapiers  and  stilettos  in  every  stride." 

The  story,  thus  pieced  of  truth  and 
falsehood,  answered  the  purpose  of  satis- 
fying the  narrators  as  to  the  cause  of 
quarrel,  and  at  once  filled  Mordaunt 
with  knowledge,  and  lightened  his  scru- 
ples at  indulging  the  pleasure  of  its 
communication  on  the  first  opportunity. 
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CHAPTER  XI 


Love  pleads  for  me, 
And  Love 's  enough ;  what  argument  so  strong. 
Absent,  or  present,  thou  art  still  the  same ; 
My  faith's  the  same. 

Lansdowu, 

Here,  then,  I  take  thee  to  my  heart  for  ever. 
Thou  dear  companion  of  my  future  days  ; 
Whatever  Providence  allots  for  each. 
That  be  the  common  portion  of  us  both. 

Roive, 


At  an  early  hour  on  the  following 
morning,  the  drum  beat,  and  Mordaunt 
marched  with  his  regiment.  He  en- 
deavoured to  divert  his  mind  from 
dwelling  on  the  thoughts  which  ha- 
rassed and  distressed  him,  by  anticipat- 
ing the  meeting  with  his  lovely  mistress. 
The  face  of  the  country,  now  familiar. 
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presented  no  object  of  attraction.  He 
was  discontented  with  every  unavoid- 
able delay.  The  way  appeared  inex- 
pressibly tedious,  and  he  often  conceived 
that  he  must  have  strangely  miscalcu- 
lated the  distance.  When  last  he  tra- 
velled the  road,  every  spot  had  seemed 
to  him  replete  with  peculiar  interest : 
so  illusive  a  shade  does  an  impatient 
and  anxious  spirit  cast  over  the  fairest 
face  of  nature.  The  regiment,  at  length, 
at  the  close  of  some  sultry  days,  reached 
Lisbon. 

As  its  towers  rose  on  the  horizon, 
Mordaunt  became  more  anxious.  It 
must  have  been  long  since  Clara  could 
have  received  any  tidings  of  him.  His 
letters  might  have  been  lost,  intercepted, 
scorned.  The  delay  of  an  hour  might 
prove  fatal  under  such  critical  circum- 
stances. 
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The  convent  was  but  a  short  ride 
from  the  city  :  it  was  impossible  for  him 
to  sleep  that  night,  till  he  was  assured 
that  all  was  well ;  and  in  spite  of  his  fa- 
tigue, he  set  off  instantly  to  make  the 
inquiry. 

The  purple  of  twilight  was  deepening 
around  the  walls  of  the  cloister,  as  he 
approached  them  with  a  beating  and 
dubious  heart.  He  wandered  to  and 
fro  for  a  considerable  period,  unheard 
and  unseen.  His  spirit  sank  at  the  mo- 
ment of  decision.  The  low  and  rich 
murmur  of  the  convent  organ  broke 
upon  his  ear,  in  the  stillness  of  the  eve, 
and  awoke  him  from  his  reverie.  The 
darkness  rapidly  increased.  He  began 
to  fear  that  all  hope  of  attaining  his  ob- 
ject for  that  night,  perhaps  for  ever, 
was  fruitless  ;  but  he  yet  lingered  irre- 
solutely near  the  frowning  gate. 
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He  entered  the  convent :  the  decrc- 
pid  form  and  tottering  step  of  Ursula, 
the  old  portress  came  on  in  the  dis- 
tance. He  beckoned  eagerly  to  her. 
He  at  length  attracted  her  attention,  and 
she  advanced  slowly  towards  the  grat- 
ing. *'  Who  are  you — whom  seek  you 
here,  Senor,  and  at  this  hour?"  she  de- 
manded, bending  forwards,  and  scruti- 
nizing  his  face.  "Nay,  Dame  Ursula," 
said  Mordaunt  impatiently,  *'  your  me- 
mory of  me  can  scarcely  have  failed  you 
altogether.  My  business  is  of  the  last 
importance,  and  one  which  admits  of  no 
delay.  I  must  see,  and  speak  to  the  lady 
Clara,  my  Clara" — ^'*  Your  Clara,"  ex- 
claimed the  nun,  lifting  up  her  hands  and 
eyes,  in  utter  consternation.  **  It  is  im- 
pious to  speak  thus  of  a  saint  devoted  to 
heaven." 

*'  Woman!  what  do  your  words  im- 
ply ?   Who  has  urged  her  to  this  rash 
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step?  No:  you  are  deceiving  me;  I 
will  hear  the  truth  from  her  own  lips. 
Clara,  Clara!"  raising  his  voice  to  a 
tone  that  made  Ursula  start,  and  look 
around  her  for  help.  *'  I  dare  not 
charge  my  conscience  with  such  a  com- 
mission. She  is  far  better  employed. 
Hence,  Senor;  begone  !  and  pollute  not 
the  sacred  place  with  unhallowed  vows." 
— *'  Woman,  be  reasonable  ;  take  this, 
and  do  what  I  have'  bid  you,"  inter- 
rupted he,  forcing  his  purse  into  her 
hand.  *'  Perplex  not  my  conscience," 
said  Ursula :  ''  she  for  whom  you  in- 
quire has  long  since  forgotten  the  world. 
She  is  not  to  be  seen  by  man." 

At  that  moment  a  slender  form,  emerg- 
ing from  the  partial  obscurity,  passed  in 
the  distance.  ''  Clara,  Clara!"  cried 
Mordaunt,  with  a  burst  of  exultation, 
**  hear  me — answer  me."  She  caught 
the  sound  in  an  instant:  "  Holy  Virgin! 
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what  voice  is  that!'*  she  exclaimed,  turn- 
ing suddenly  round.  "  May  I  believe 
my  senses !"  She  stopped,  and  listened. 
"  No;  it  can  only  be  the  echo  of  my  own 
wild  thoughts — dreams — dreams!"  and 
pressing  her  hand  to  her  forehead,  she 
seemed  endeavouring  to  shut  out  the 
impression  of  some  passing  vision.  *'  It 
is  no  dream  ;  it  is  Mordaunt  who  calls!'* 
he  exclaimed  :  *'  dearest  girl !  come,  and 
be  convinced."  Clara  sprang  eagerly 
forwards.  *'  Has  heaven,  then,  heard 
my  prayers !"  As  she  spoke,  the  lamp 
which  she  held  shone  full  upon  his 
well-remembered  features  ;  and  with  a 
scream  of  recognition  she  let  it  fall 
from  her  hands  ;  but,  conscious  of  each 
other's  presence,  the  darkness  was  for- 
gotten. 

Ursula,  whose  thoughts  were  more  at 
ease,  busied  herself  in  repairing  the  ac- 
cident, and  returned  hastily  to  her  sta- 
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tion,  by  no  means  disposed  to  permit  a 
private  conference.  The  returning  light 
discovered  the  fragile  form  of  Clara, 
leaning,  exhausted  by  contending  emo- 
tions, against  the  impenetrable  grating. 

Mordaunt,  by  an  involuntary  but  use- 
less effort,  extended  his  arms  as  if 
to  support  her  sinking  frame ;  then 
dashing  them  with  impassioned  violence 
against  the  unyielding  iron,  ''  They 
shall  separate  us  no  more ;  no  earthly 
power  shall  divide  you  from  me  again. 
Are  you  prepared  to  follow  me,  Clara?'* 
— '*  What  do  you  mean?"  said  she, 
alarmed  by  his  vehemence  ;  **  the  gates 
will  be  closed  in  a  moment;  the  laws  of 
our  order " 

*'  Heavens,  Avhat  do  I  hear?  Is  it  then 
true,  that  you  are  no  longer  free?  are 
you  lost  to  the  world  for  ever?  Then, 
Clara,"  he  exclaimed,  *'  I  will  not  live; 
the  world  is  lifeless  to  me.     I  did  not 
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think  that  there  existed  the  woman  who 
could  have  forced  such  a  confession 
from  me,  but  no  other  shall  ever  see  me 
humbled." 

*'  Stop/'  cried  Clara,  "  you  bewilder 
me  ;  I  had  consented  publicly  to  take 
the  veil.  It  was  long  since  I  had  seen 
you,  or  even  heard  from  you,  Senor. 
My  mind  misgave  me.  A  week  hence 
I  was  to  have  pronounced  the  irrevo- 
cable vows,  the  last  irresolute  resource 
of  a  broken  heart." 

'*  Dreadful  profaneness!"  said  Ursula, 
with  lifted  hands  and  eyes.  *•  Heavens !" 
replied  Clara,  turning,  with  an  air  of 
quick  alarm  towards  her  old  monitor, 
*'  Have  I  spoken  evil  ?" 

"  Do  not  mind  her,"  interrupted  Mor- 
daunt,  ''  but  listen  to  me ;  time  wears, 
and  I  have  much  to  say ;  our  regiment 
is  under  orders  for  India ;  my  share  in 
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the  present  campaign  is  at  an  end,  and 
my  stay  in  your  country  is  but  for  a 
moment." 

"India!"  exclaimed  Clara,  with  al- 
most a  shriek  of  anguish,  **  then  my 
doom  is  sealed — farewell  for  ever." 
— *'  Does  the  distance  alarm  you  thus,'* 
cried  Mordaunt,  willing  to  try  Jier  yet 
further.  ''  No,"  said  Clara,  painfully, 
"  it  is  not  the  distance  that  appals  me — 
of  that  I  am  ill  calculated  to  judge.  It 
is  the  thought  of  all  that  I  have  heard  of 
the  habits  of  that  country,  all  that  I  have 
been  told  of  its  luxury,  its  splendour, 
where  none  escape  the  contagion ;  how 
then  can  she  hope  a  place  in  your  re- 
membrance, who  has  nothing  but  affec- 
tion to  offer." 

*'But,  Clara,  it  depends  upon  you 
whether  I  shall  run  that  danger.  One 
word  for  all,  will  you  partake  a  sol- 
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dier's  fortunes?"—*'  What  can  I  reply!" 
said  Clara,  tremblingly — '*  I  know  no 
studied  language.  With  no  adviser,  no 
guide  but  these  disturbed  feelings.  May 
I  not  fear  that  they  will  mislead  me?" 

'*  Come  away,  child,"  interrupted  Ur- 
sula, grasping  her  robe  with  her  withered 
hand.  Mordaunt  drew  out  a  handful  of 
piastres,  which  glittered  temptingly  in 
the  light  of  the  lamp.  Ursula  relaxed 
her  hold.  *'  The  saints  preserve  me," 
said  Ursula;  *'  what  persevering  people 
these  English  heretics  are.  Lady  Clara, 
the  gates  are  going  to  be  shut."  Mor- 
daunt dropped  the  piastres  in  her  poCket 
as  she  turned  away.  *'  I  must  now  leave 
you,"  said  Clara;  and  then  in  a  low 
yet  firm  tone,  '*  Mordaunt,  you  remem- 
bered me  in  distress  and  in  danger.  You 
preferred  me  to  those  children  of  the 
world  who  possess  more  dazzling  qua- 
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lities.  I  will  not  injure  a  faith  so  strongly 
tried  by  a  second  suspicion ;  and  what 
better  proof  of  my  confidence  can  I  give, 
than  that  which  you  demand.  Go  where 
you  will,  I  will  follow ;  in  the  sight  of 
our  holy  altars,  in  the  sight  of  that  altar 
holier  still,  the  starry  heaven  above  us, 
I  am  your's  and  yours  for  ever !" 

'*  Then  to-morrow,  my  Clara,"  cried  the 
jexulting  Mordaunt,  ''  to-morrow  I  will 
return  to  claim  the  fulfilment  of  your 
promise. — To-morrow  you  shall  ex- 
change your  sables  for  white.  You  shall 
make  no  vows,  but  such  as  I  may  listen 
to. — You  shall  quit  this  prison  for  the 
world."  The  convent  bell  tolled.  "  Fare- 
well, till  to-morrow." — "  Adieu,"  said 
Clara,  wiping  a  joyous  tear  from  her 
cheek.  Mordaunt  pressed  her  hand,  and 
ivas  gone. 

Not  to  wander  too  long  from  scenes 
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and  characters  more  essential  to  the  de- 
Telopement  of  our  tale,  suffice  it  to  say, 
that,  every  obstacle  overcome,  at  an 
early  hour  on  the  following  morning,  at 
the  altar  of  her  convent,  Mordaunt  re- 
ceived the  hand  of  his  young  bride; 
and  in  three  days  more  they  had  em- 
barked for  England. 

The  effect  of  a  sensitive  and  animated 
spirit  opening  in  its  full  vigour  upon 
scenes  and  objects  scarcely  within  the 
comprehension  of  its  hitherto  limited 
view,  was  a  high  source  of  novelty  and 
interest  to  Mordaunt.  Were  a  child 
gifted  with  the  power  of  expressing 
with  clearness  its  perception  of  every 
sight  of  wonder  that  first  met  its  gaze, 
the  effect  produced  might  be  something 
similar.  Every  feature  of  Clara's  ex- 
pressive countenance  was  in  perpetual 
play.    The  minuteness  and  singularity 
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of  her  inquiries,  the  expression  of  sur- 
prise and  admiration  with  which  she 
surveyed  the  new  worhl  of  life,  were 
strongly  contrasted  with  the  apathy 
and  indifference  with  which  they  were 
regarded  by  the  multitude  around  her. 
''  What  is  this  sensation  that  overpow- 
ers me,"  she  exclaimed  to  Mordaunt, 
"  these  feelings  to  which  I  can  scarcely 
give  a  name?  Is  it  that  happiness  is  more 
difficult  to  bear  than  grief?  I  am  like 
the  blind  to  whom  sight  has  been  sud- 
denly given.  Every  object  teems  with 
wonder  and  delight.  Surely  the  God 
of  Nature  could  never  have  formed  so 
fair  a  world  to  condemn  his  creatures  to 
abandon  it  altogether.  They  judged 
wrong  who  w^ould  teach  religion  by  a  life 
of  solitude  and  gloom.  It  is  only  the 
light  and  joyous  heart  that  beats  with 
the  true  pulse  of  gratitude  towards  the 
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Giver  of  all    this    glorious   variety   of 
good."—"  Your  remarks  have  opened  a 
new   speculation  to  me,"  returned  Mor- 
daunt,  smiling.  **  When  the  glow  of  life 
has  deserted  me,  and  this  world  begins 
to  pall,  I  will  most  assuredly  turn  monk 
for  a  period,  shut  out  the  earth,  and  then 
bursting  from  my  shell,  like  a  chrysalis 
spread  my  wings  to  summer  and  sun- 
shine.    I  have  somewhere  read  of  an 
Eastern  monarch  who  offered  half  his 
kingdom  to  the  man  who  should  light 
upon  an  unknown  pleasure.     Had  this 
worthy  sultan  lived  in  my  time,  inspired 
with  this  happy  idea,  I  should  without 
doubt  present  myself  at  his  palace  gate^ 
and  claim  the  recompense.*'     ''  Perhaps 
I  do  wrong,"  said  Clara,  timidly,  almost 
afraid  of  his  raillery,  ''  to  expatiate  upon 
feelings  in  which   your  higher  under- 
standing cannot  be  supposed  [to  share^ 

II  3 


150  HUSBAND  HUNTING. 

I  will  henceforth  check  my  astonish- 
ment. Our  delights  should  be  in  com- 
mon, and  yet  may  I  not  enjoy  these 
wonders,  since  it  is  to  you  that  I  owe 
them  all."  And  sinking  her  head  upon 
his  shoulder,  the  grateful  and  lovely 
girl  gave  vent  to  her  heart  in  tears  of 
joy. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


He's  cautious,  Sir,  he's  subtle,  he's  a  courtier,]       ;;^=J 

4c  *  *  *  *  * 

*  *  *  He's  a  Slimmer  insect 

And  loves  the  sunshine.     On  his  gilded  wing-s  - 
While  the  scales  waver,  he'll  fly  doubtful  round  you 
And  sing  his  flatteries  to  all  alike  ; 
The  scales  once  fixed,  he'll  settle  on  the  winner. 
And  swear  his  prayers  bring-  down  the  victory. 

Young* 


Catherine  Greville,  ever  since  Vau- 
ghan's  departure,  had  remained  the 
guest,  or  rather,  the  inmate  of  his  mo- 
ther's house ;  far  from  sighing  after  the 
gay  society  to  which  she  had  been  ac- 
customed, as  Mrs,  Vaughan  had  been 
inclined  to  fear,  she  seemed  peculiarly 
disposed  to  relish  the  quiet  and  rational 
mode  of  life  adopted  by  her  friend.  She 
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besides  enjoyed  the  secret  satisfaction 
of  being  secure  of  receiving  the  first  in- 
telligence of  Vaiighan's  safety. 

Mrs.  Courtney,  rejoiced  at  being  thus 
freed  from  the  charge  of  one  on  whom 
she  had  so  long  looked  with  a  jealous 
eye,  had  made  not  the  slightest  over- 
ture towaixls  receiving  her  again.  She 
had  written  once  or  twice,  at  stated  in- 
tervals, to  her  '*  most  valued  sister-in- 
laAv/'  and  her  *'  dearest  niece."  Her 
letters  were  the  perfection  of  adroit 
coldness,  and  they  were  always  read  by 
Catherine  with  indifference,  and  thrown 
by  with  contempt.  Julia,  with  whom 
her  mother  had  never  been  prevailed 
upon  to  hold  any  communication  from 
the  hour  of  her  marriage,  and  who  had 
lived  in  great  retirement  and  dejection 
since  her  husband's  departure,  having 
no  resource  in  her  tenderness,  had  taken 
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up  her  abode  near  her  aunt  and  cousin* 
Lady  Lovemore  whirling  in  a  round  of 
brilliant  dissipation,  had  never  troubled 
herself  with  recollecting  her  existence. 
Fashion  was  her  goddess,  and  the  fa- 
shionable alone  could  lay  claim  to  her 
patrician  notice.  "  Julia  had  not  married 
as  she  might  have  done — they  would 
probably  never  cross  each  other's  path 
again." 

I  Philip,  whose  policy  was  of  a  deeper 
and  more  subtle  nature  than  that  of  the 
various  members  of  his  worldly  family, 
had  alone  continued  to  keep  up  a  casual 
jand  even  civil  intercourse  with  the  neg- 
lected Catherine.  He  had  more  than 
once,  in  his  rambles  through  the  cour^- 
try,  found  his  way  to  Mrs.  Vaughan's 
cottage,  and  had  even  condescended  to 
become  her  guest  for  two  or  three  days 
at  a  time.    His  idle  and  extravagant  har 
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bits  had  now  almost  estranged  him  from 
his  professional  pursuits,  and  all  his 
hope  rested  upon  the  fortunate  result  of 
one  or  other  of  two  favourite  specula- 
tions, his  succession  to  his  uncle's  am- 
ple fortune,  or,  in  the  e-vent  of  ill  luck 
there,  an  opulent  marriage. 

Of  the  former,  he  had  of  late  begun 
to  entertain  less  sanguine  expectations. 
Vaughan's  absence,  far  from  abating, 
had  appeared  to  increase,  the  old  man's 
interest  in  his  welfare.  All  from  whom 
he  was  likely  to  glean  the  slightest  in- 
formation concerning  him,  were  ear- 
nestly questioned.  His  letters  were  anxi- 
ously expected,  and  read  with  avidity ; 
and  the  decisive  step  which  had  been 
taken,  in  the  second  purchase  of  the 
commission,  was  an  alarming  stretch  of 
liberality  totally  at  variance  with  his 
uncle's  character. 
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A  strong  doubt  respecting  Colonel 
Greville's  death,  too,  had  more  than 
once  crossed  his  mind.  No  certain  in- 
telligence of  the  event  had  reached  his 
family.  A  little  civility  towards  his 
daughter  might  still  be  prudent,  and 
could  be  productive  of  no-  harm.  He  had 
lately  twice  in  two  successive  months 
found  his  way  to  Mrs.  Vaughan's  retreat, 
and  extended  his  visit  each  time  to  the 
unusual  length  of  an  entire  week.  His 
attentions  to  Catherine  had  even  grown 
so  distinct  as  to  excite  Mrs.  Vaughan^s 
surprise,  and  Catherine's  contemptuous 
remark,  that,  *'  from  her  early  expe- 
rience, Philip's  conduct,  however  unac- 
countable it  might  seem  at  the  time, 
had  always  a  motive,  and  that  motive, 
self." 

Ignorant  of  those  yet  darker  shades 
in  his  character,  which  had  come  out  in 
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the  intercourse  with  her  son ;  while  she 
dreaded  his  acquiring  any  undue  influ- 
ence over  Catherine's  mind,  she  could 
not  at  the  same  time  shut  her  doors 
against  the  nephew  of  her  husband. 
The  only  person  who  had  any  acquaint- 
ance with  the  pecuniary  transaction  was 
Catherine;  and  Vaughan,  before  his 
departure,  had  extorted  from  her  a  re- 
luctant promise  of  secrecy  on  the  sub- 
ject, a  promise  which  she  had  oftea 
since  repented. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


I'm  lost  in  eestacy. 
Now  shall  I  speak  the  transport  of  my  soul. 
I  am  so  blest,  I  fear  'tis  all  a  dream ! 
Tortune,  thou  now  hast  made  amends  for  all 
Thy  past  unkindness.    I  absolve  my  stars ! 

Addison, 


It  was  the  close  of  a  tedious  day  of 
rain,  which  had  drenched  the  landscape ; 
when  the  sun  suddenly  shone  out  with 
the  brief  and  rejoicing  splendour  that 
sometimes  just  precedes  his  setting;  and 
the  clouds,  the  range  of  hills,  and  the 
forest  that  swept  algng  its  sides,  were 
lighted  up  with  glorious  beauty  ;  Cathe- 
rine's eyes  were  fixed  on  the  southern 
heaven  then  glowing  with  rose  and 
purple,  and  she  thought  of  Spain. 
But  her  contemplations  were  but  little 
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allied  to  joy.  The  state  of  the  war  al- 
most precluded  letters ;  while  reports  of 
battles,  attended  with  dreadful  suffer- 
ing on  both  sides,  kept  up  the  most 
anxious  and  painful  interest.  Some 
weeks  had  now  passed  away  since  the 
last  despatch  from  Spain ;  and  the  par- 
tial intelligence  by  the  public  papers 
that  Vaughan's  regiment  had  been  en- 
gaged, had  been  successful,  and  had 
purchased  its  success  with  heavy  loss, 
had  sunk  her  spirits  into  the  lowest 
dejection.  Her  former  graceful  pursuits 
had  now  lost  all  their  indulgence.  She 
tried  her  pencil,  and  covered  her  paper 
with  forms  and  colours,  but  they  wore 
no  loveliness  to  h^r  eye  ;  she  sat  to  her 
harp,  but  some  melody  that  she  had 
played  in  Vaughan's  presence  touched 
her  memory  too  deep  for  pleasure,  and 
she  turned  away  in  sudden  tears. 
She  felt  how  deeply  and  constantly  the 
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human  heart  is  tried  in  this  world  of 
uncertainty,  and  how  large  a  stock  of 
human  unhappiness  is  left  in  the  hands 
of  chance,  even  after  we  seem  to  have 
guarded  against  all  its  fluctuations. 
She  was  now  free  from  the  pain  of  sub- 
mission to  Mrs.  Courtney's  arrogance, 
and  was  under  a  roof  of  fondness  and 
friendship;  she  was  now  secured  from 
dependence,  for  she  was  the  adopted 
daughter  of  her  friend ;  her  doubts  of 
Vaughan's  regard  were  converted  into 
the  honourable  assurance  of  his  heart: 
still  she  was  unhappy,  and  her  unhap- 
piness was  connected  with  the  very 
source  of  all  her  hope. 

She  thought,  and  shuddered  as  the 
thought  arose,  that  at  the  moment  its 
object  might  be  in  peril, — that  he  might 
be  past  all  human  hope  or  fear, — that 
he  might  be  lying  trampled  in  the  indis- 
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criminate  ruin  of  some  desperate  field, — 
^hat  he  miglit  be  dust  and  air ;  and  she 
wished  for  wings  to  pass  over  seas  and 
mountains,  and  be  at  his  side,  living  or 
dead. 

As  the  vision  grew,  she  imagined  him 
calling  to  her  from  some  spot  crowded 
with  the  dead  and  dying ;  she  imagined 
her  own  weary  steps  and  searching  eyes 
wandering  among  the  wreck  of  man, 
un repelled  by  night,  and  agony,  and 
death,  in  all  its  forms  of  terror,  till  he 
was  found,  and  she  prayed  for  death. 

**  And  may  not  his  spirit  be  near  me 
now?"  sighed  she,  as  her  eye  followed 
the  fading  glow  of  the  heavens  ;  *'  may 
it  not  be  on  those  clouds,  looking  down 
upon  the  narrowness  and  folly  of  life,  and 
watching  with  heightened  love  and 
power  over  those  whom  it  loved  and 
would  have  protected  here  ?" 
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Her  heart  was  full ;  she  rose  from  her 
seat,  and  walked  about  the  apartment 
to  relieve  herself  from  the  sensation  that 
almost  stopped  her  breath.  As  she 
passed,  her  gown  accidentally  swept 
the  harp,  and  it  gave  a  low  and  melan- 
choly gush  of  sweet  sounds.  Uncon- 
scious of  the  cause,  she  looked  up- 
wards, as  if  they  came  from  the  air  in 
response  to  her  dream. 

**  Why,"  said  she,  *'  shall  not  the  spi- 
rits of  the  dead  hear,  and  remember,  and 
love?  Can  the  great  change  destroy 
the  powers  of  the  mind,  when  the  mind 
itself  is  imperishable?  Where  can  its 
wisdom  be,  but,  like  our  own,  in  its  ex- 
perience ?  and  what  discipline  can  be 
so  noble  for  the  heart  of  the  immortal 
spirit  as  that  which  softened  and  re- 
fined, raised  and  cheered  it,  in  its  trials 
here  ?  or  can  those  affections  which  we 


162  HUSBAND    HUNTING. 

are  commanded  to  cherish  friendship, 
fondness,  the  love  of  parent  and  child, 
the  deeper  and  more  sacred  love  that 
binds  for  life,  be  condemned  to  be  ex- 
tinguished, when  all  that  is  good  is 
purified  and  exalted,  when  our  faith  is 
turned  into  knowledge,  our  hope  into 
happiness,  and  our  imperfect  homage 
into  the  burning  adoration  of  the  Sera- 
phim and  the  Cherubim?" 

Her  tears  flowed,  and  she  gradually 
felt  relieved,  and  even  cheered.  She 
took  a  volume  from  the  cabinet, — and, 
as  she  turned  the  leaves  loosely,  a  paper 
of  verses  fell  upon  the  table.  Her  cu- 
riosity was  not  then  vivid,  and  she 
would  have  returned  it  to  its  place,  but 
that  its  subject  was  soldiership. 

It  was  a  mere  ballad  in  memory  of  an 
officer  whose  rejection  by  a  woman  of 
distinguished  beauty  had  made  some 
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noise  at  the  time,  and  who  was  soon 
after  killed  in  action* 

ALLAN   GOWER. 

They  have  fought,  they  have  fallen,  for  tlieir  country 
dear! 
Their  blood  the  day  has  won ; 
And  many  a  helmet,  and  many  a  spear 

Are  flung  on  the  heather  dun; 
The  hollow  drum  has  ceased  to  roll,  i 

It  is  the  evening  hour ! 
Now  peace  to  every  parted  soul,l 
^And  peace  to  thine,  brave  Gower 

2. 

[  He  lovea,  and  his  lady's  hazel  eyes 

Were  lighted  with  answering  love ; 
[  But  clouds  will  come  on  summer  skies, 
And  woman's  thoughts  will  rove : 
And  woman's  eyes  will  be  witched  by  gold. 

And  faith's  but  an  April  shower ; 
What  breaking  hearts  have  this  story  told. 
Long  ere  thine,  brave  Allan  Gower! 

3.1 

He  chid  her  not,  though  his  heart  was  torn,— • 

Though  he  felt  he  was  all  undone  ; 
In  secret  the  deadly  sting  was  borne. 

Till  his  spirit  grew  sick  of  the  sun: 
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And  still,  false  beauty,  he  kissed  thy  chain 

With  passion's  bitter  power  ; 
But  the  strife  is  hushed,  nor  joy  nor  pain 

Can  now  touch  thee,  Allan  Gower! 

4. 
Here  slumbers  the  last  deep  pang  of  the  heart. 

Whose  pulse  was  agony ; 
Here  from  the  bosom  no  longer  shall  start 

The  spirit's  fiery  sigh : 
Thou  art  laid  on  the  couch  of  a  warrior's  pride ; 

And  thy  love,  in  her  stately  bower, 
Will  yet  long  to  lay  down  her  woes  by  thy  side ; 

Now  farewell  to  thee,  Allan  Gower ! 

This  ballad,  slight  as  it  was,  awoke  a 
train  of  melancholy  reveries,  and  Ca- 
therine \yas  mentally  wandering  over 
mount  and  main,  when  she  was  startled 
by  the  sudden  tramp  of  a  horse  in  the 
avenue.  He  came  at  little  less  than 
full  speed;  his  rider  was  muffled  in  a 
blue  military  cloak,  and  her  heart  beat 
with  a  thousand  conjectures,  when  the 
horseman  leaped  down,  and  with  a  pang 
of  disappointment  she  saw  Philip  Court- 
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ney  !  who  had  already  from  time  to  time 
paid  them  a  hasty  visit,  and  whose  atten- 
tions to  herself  had  of  late  become  ob- 
vious and  painful. 

He  entered  the  apartment  in  high 
spirits;  took  Catherine's  hand,  and 
pressed  it  to  his  lips  ;  she  disengaged  it 
with  a  look  of  coldness,  which  seemed 
to  surprise  him,  and  he  pursued :  "  Dear 
girl,  what  have  I  done  to  deserve  that 
glance  ;  I  have  brought  you  news  that 
ought  to  make  me  welcome,  even  if  no 
kinder  interest — but  I  shall  say  no 
more  on  that  topic."  '*  Your  news," 
interrupted  Catherine:  **  Is  it  from 
Spain?"  was  on  her  lips.  "  News  so 
unexpected,"  said  Courtney,  *'  that  I 
am  almost  afraid  to  announce  it ;  most 
welcome  tidings.  But  you  have  been 
weeping.  Well,  this  will  dry  your 
tears.    Yet — I  dread  being  too  abrupt." 
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His  hearer's  perturbation  and  its  cause 
were  so  obvious,  that  he  took  a  bitter 
pleasure  in  her  suspense. 

Mrs.  Vaughan  now  entered  the  room ; 
he  turned  to  her,  and,  after  the  first 
congratulations,  demanded  a  private  au- 
dience. He  had  awoke  the  mother's 
feelings,  and  she  exclaimed,  *'  What 
news  of  my  son?"  ''Yes,  what  news 
of  Francis?'*  interrupted  Catherine, 
thrown  off  her  guard;  *^  for  Heaven's 
sake,  relieve  us  all  from  this  dreadful 
anxiety!" 

"What,  then,"  said  Courtney,  with  a 
frown,  which  gave  a  fierce  and  fearful 
expression  to  his  handsome  counte- 
nance, *'  is  there  but  one  person  on 
earth  for  whom  present  or  absent  you 
can  feel?"  She  cast  her  eyes  on  the 
ground,  like  one  convicted  of  a  crime. 
"  Do  you  forget,  Miss  Greville,  that  you 
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have  a  father?"  "  My  father,  what  of 
iTiy  father?  does  he  live?  in  mercy 
answer  me,'*  cried  Catherine,  grasping 
his  arm,  and  looking  up  in  his  face  with 
intense  emotion.  ''  He  does,  and  is  at 
this  moment  on  his  way  to  England." 
*'  Merciful  heaven  !'*  cried  Catherine, 
'*  am  I  so  happy  beyond  all  my  hopes?" 
She  endeavoured  to  cross  the  room, — 
and,  sinking  into  a  chair,  a  tide  of 
anxious  and  joyful  anticipations  rush- 
ing into  her  mind,  she  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands,  and  remained  for  some 
minutes  almost  insensible  to  all  that  was 
around  her. 

Mrs.  Vaughan  approached  her  ten- 
derly. "  Dear  girl,  look  up  ;  this  event 
will  fulfil  all  your  wishes;  you  have  no- 
thing now  but  happiness  to  look  for- 
ward to.     All  will  now  be  well.    Learn 
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to  bear  joy  as  well  as  you  have  borne 
sorrow." 

Catherine,  aroused  by  her  appeal, 
arose  hastily.  "  Let  me  hear  this  de- 
lightful news  at  full  length ;  I  must  know 
all  that  you  can  tell  me.'*  *'  I  have  a 
letter  that  will  best  explain  all,"  replied 
Philip;  **  my  mission  here  is  to  request 
that  you  will  return  instantly  to  Harley- 
street,  there  to  await  your  father's  ar- 
rival; and,  if  Mrs.  Vaughan  will  for 
once  desert  her  solitude,  and  accompany 
you,  our  pleasure  will  be  so  much  the 
more  increased" — putting  at  the  same 
time  a  letter  into  the  hands  of  each. 

The  letter  to  Mrs.  Vaughan  was  from 
Mrs.  Courtney, — that  to  Catherine  from 
ier  father.  In  her  agitation,  she  was 
scarcely  able  to  decipher  the  characters. 
But  she  was  struck  by  the  date.   *'  This 
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letter  has  been  singularly  long  in  reach- 
ing me;  it  is  dated  eight  months  back.'* 
Courtney's  countenance  struck  her. 
*•'  Can  you  explain  this  delay?"  fixing 
her  eyes  inquiringly  on  him.  "  Ex- 
plain,— delay !"  he  murmured  ;  ''  no,  my 
fair  cousin, — that  is  a  task  above  me, — 
accuse  the  winds  and  waves."  *' We 
may  expect  the  General  almost  im- 
mediately ?"  **  All  is  best  as  it  is ; 
the  meeting  will  follow  its  announce- 
ment so  speedily,  that  you  will  have 
no  time  for  doubt  or  restlessness." 

She  again  read  the  letter.  "  My  fa- 
ther," resumed  she,  "  I  observe,  com- 
plains of  my  silence ;  yet  I  have  writ- 
ten letters  innumerable;  there  is  some 
strange  neglect  in  this  business."  "Un 
doubtedly ;  but  the  mystery  defies  con- 
jecture, and  can  be  explained  only  by 
himself.'* 

VOL.  II.  I 
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**  Excuse  US  for  awhile,"  said  Mrs. 
Vauglian,  smiling,  and  beckoning  to 
Catherine  to  follow  her.  *'  Letters  af 
so  much  importance  are  to  be  discussed 
only  in  a  boudoir.  I  leave  you  better 
amusement  till  our  return,"  pointing  to  a 
well-filled  bookcase.  ''  Books,  my  dear 
Madam,"  replied  Courtney,  "  the  re- 
source of  an  exhausted  mind  ;  no,  I  am 
rather  weary  of  my  hasty  journey.  Ho- 
nour me  with  the  unlimited  use  of  your 
sopha,  and  I  will  engage  to  sleep  off  my 
fatigue  with  first-rate  expedition," — at 
the  same  time  flinging  himself  with 
fashionable  indiiference  on  a  couch  at 
the  further  end  of  the  room. 

In  order  to  account  for  the  delay  in 
the  delivery  of  General  Greville's  letter, 
it  may  be  necessary  to  state  that  it  had 
been  in  Courtney's  possession  for  above 
two  months.     Nor  must  its  delay  be 
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attributed  to  neglect  or  forgetfulness 
on  his  part ;  it  was,  on  the  contrary,  a 
part  of  that  ingenious  policy  which 
formed  the  striking  feature  of  his  cha- 
racter. 

Colonel  (now  General)  Greville  had 
left  England  v/ith  a  favourable  remem- 
brance of  Philip,  as  a  remarkably  lively 
and  intelligent  boy,— so  favourable  as 
perhaps,  even  at  that  early  period,  to 
have  excited  some  vague  notion  of  one 
day  uniting  him  to  his  daughter. 

The  present  letter  had  been  enclosed 
in  one  to  himself.  When  he  found 
that  the  General,  having  amassed  consi- 
derable wealth,  was  on  the  eve  of  re- 
turning to  England,  with  the  avowed 
intention  of  settling  a  handsome  fortune 
upon  his  daughter  at  her  marriage,  and 
making  her  his  heiress  at  his  death,  his 
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former  scheme  presented  itself  in  glow- 
ing colours. 

But  a  sudden  difficulty  arose.  Would 
not  a  being  of  her  spirit  and  feeling 
penetrate  at  once  into  the  motive  which 
actuated  him,  shrink  from  attentions 
following  so  immediately  the  prosper- 
ous change  in  her  circumstances,  and 
reject  his  overtures  with  scorn  ?  As  he 
revolved  the  business,  and  re-perused 
his  letter,  he  perceived  it  was  not  th§ 
General's  intention  to  quit  India  for 
three  or  four  months  more^and  suddenly 
adopted  the  happy  idea  of  withholding 
the  intelligence  for  a  certain  period, 
during  which  he  should  pay  assiduous 
court  to  Catherine.  His  attentions 
would  thus  have,  at  least,  the  merit,  in 
her  eyes,  of  appearing  wholly  disinte- 
rested, and  might,  in  the  lucky  inter- 
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val  of  Vaughari's   absence,  eventually 
prove  successful. 

Having  thus  worthily  arranged  his 
plan,  he  lost  no  time  in  putting  it  in 
execution.  Deceived  by  the  natural 
gentleness  of  Catherine's  manner,  and 
perceiving  that  she  had  almost  forgotten 
her  former  cause  of  displeasure,  he  flat- 
tered himself  that  he  had  brought  the 
matter  to  the  point  of  triumph  ;  and  rode 
down  full  speed,  overflowing  with  the 
utmost  anxiety  to  communicate  the 
newly-arrived  and  happy  tidings. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks. 
Lives  nice  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast. 
Ready  with  every  nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep, 

Shalcspeare, 


Mrs.  Vaughan  no  sooner  found  herself 
alone  with  Catherine,  than  putting  Mrs. 
Courtney's  letter  into  her  hand,  '*  I  can- 
not,'* she  said,  '*  accept  this  invitation. 
Mrs.  Courtney  has  always  treated  me 
with  a  marked  and  studied  coldness.  I 
would  willingly  keep  up  some  appear- 
ance of  friendship  with  her,  remember- 
ing that  she  is  my  lamented  husband's 
only  sister;  but  then  so  unlike  him:  no, 
— Mrs.  Courtney  has  no  heart.  Read  her 
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letter,  and  judge  for  yourself.  And  yet 
there  is  grace  and  warmth  in  that  letter; 
but,  khowing  her  as  I  do,  I  can  dive 
into  the  feelings  which  prompted  it,  as 
much  as  if  I  had  dictated  it.  She  w^ould 
stand  well  with  your  father,  and  can- 
not, without  producing  inquiries,  ex- 
clude from  her  invitation  his  daughter's 
friend." 

*'  It  is  all  true,'*  returned  Catherine  ; 
**  but,  for  my  sake,  overcome  your  re- 
luctance,— forgive,  forget,  for  awhile; 
I  shall  be  again  among  a  world  of 
strangers,  or  acquaintances  as  unconge- 
nial,— Martha's  malicious  smile, — Sera- 
phina's  hypocritical  tears, — Lady  Love- 
more's  fashionable  indifference, — Mrs. 
Courtney's  heartless  hauteur, — all  rise 
in  odious  review ;  and  what  will  be- 
come of  me?"  **  But  remember,"  said 
Mrs.   Vaughan,    smiling,     *'    you    are 

i4 
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about  to  appear  before  them  in  a  new 
character, — as  an  heiress.  You  will  be 
courted,  flattered,  caressed."  *'  Perhaps 
so,  but  not  deceived,"  said  Catherine 
pointedly ;  *'  I  have  had  a  peep  behind 
the  curtain, — and,  amongst  such  minds 
as  these,  without  the  aid  of  your  friend- 
ship and  advice,  I  shall  be  miserable. 
The  constraint  shall  be  but  for  a  short 
period;  I  will  ask  but  to  remain  with 
them  till  my  father's  arrival;  and  then 
you  will  be  my  guest, — my  father's 
guest, — and  we  shall  all  be  happy." 

**  Well,  well,"  said  Mrs.  Vaughan,  ''  I 
see  you  have  all  the  eloquence  of  the 
argument  on  your  side.  Be  it  so  ;  and 
now,  suppose  we  return  to  Philip ?"^ 
**  Leave  him  to  the  enjoyment  of  his 
meditations,  or  his  slumbers,  yet  an  in- 
stant longer  ;  I  have  another  request 
to   urge.     You  will   write   to   Francis 
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instantly, — explain  all ;  tell  him  how  de- 
lighted I  am  at  the  prospect  before  us, — 
that  my  esteem,  my  regard, — no  matter, 
say  that  I  am  charmed  at  this  opportu- 
nity of  convincing  him  of  my  sincerity. 
I  would  not  for  the  world  that  he  should 
hear  the  story  from  others,  and  construe 
my  silence  into  the  belief  of  a  change 

in  my  opinion.     And  then "    "  And 

what  then,  my  dear?"  said  Mrs. Vaughan, 
smiling  at  her  romantic  eagerness,  "  And 
then  1  will  tell  my  father  all ;  he  will 
scarcely  refuse  his  consent, — and — and" 
concluding  as  she  had  began,  *'  we  shall 
be  happy  yet. 

*'  You  hesitate, — you  do  not  approve  of 
my  plan  ?"  **  It  is  admirably  conceived,' 
was  the  answer.  "I  should  merely* 
reverse  the  order  of  its  arrangement;  I 
would  ask  the  General's  consent  first, 
and  write  to  Francis  afterwards.  He  may 

I  5 
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have  other  views  for  you.  Philip 
Courtney  was  always  a  prodigious  fa- 
vourite; or  he  may  bring  over  some 
Indian  admirer,  or  design  to  marry  you 
to  a  man  of  equal  fortune.  Then  comes 
the  old  story,  the  paternal  mandate, 
the  daughter's  tears,  and  the  rejected 
over.'*  "No,  no!"  said  Catherine, 
with  a  heavy  sigh :  ''  he  will  not  return 
after  so  long  an  absence,  only  to  set  the 
seal  to  my  misery.  It  is  my  privilege, 
my  nature,  to  be  sanguine.  Allow  me 
to  indulge  these  hopes;  while  I  promise 
at  the  same  time  to  take  no  decisive  step 
without  your  sanction,  and  then  I  cannot 
err  l" 

Having  arranged  their  plans,  they 
descended  the  stairs,  to  announce  to 
Philip  their  intention  of  accompanying 
him  to  London  in  two  days  at  farthest ; 
an  intimation  which  appeared  to  afford 
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him  infinite  pleasure.  He  could  wil* 
lingly  indeed  have  dispensed  with  Mrs?. 
Vaughan's  company,  of  whose  influence 
with  Catherine  he  had  a  secret  dread, 
and  whose  penetration  he  sometimes 
feared  might  be  the  means  of  detecting 
and  defeating  his  plans. 

The  day  previous  to  her  departure, 
Catherine  spent  with  Mrs.  Gordon. 
Julia  took  leave  of  her  with  many  tearj?. 
**  My  ill-fortune  pursues  me,"  she  said : 
"  I  congratulate  you  on  having  found  a 
father.  May  he  prove  a  gentler  parent 
to  you,  than  my  mother  has  been  to  me. 
You  will  think  me  selfish  in  lamenting 
your  departure  under  such  circum- 
stances ;  but  I  foresee  that  I  have  lost 
my  only  friend  for  ever." — "  Why  should 
you  think  so,  dear  Julia  ?  My  plans  are 
yet   wlioUy  undetermined." — ''  If  my 

I  G 
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father's  tastes  are  at  all  congenial  to 
mine,"  said  Catherine,  "  he  will  soon 
grow  tired  of  London,  and  I  shall  paint 
this  charming  spot  in  such  colours,  that 
he  will  be  dying  to  visit  it.  I  may  yet 
persuade  him  to  settle  here  altogether. 
We  shall  find  something  to  his  taste, 
some  cottage,  or  villa,  or  castle." 

"  Ah,"  said  Julia,  with  a  gleam  of  her 
former  vivacity,  **  a  castle  in  the  air.'* 
**  Should  it  prove  so,  you  shall  build  your 
castle  in  London.  You  shall  return  our 
visit.  We  shall  make  time  pass  as  plea- 
santly as  we  can  for  you  in  your  Fre. 
deric's  absence.  Till  then  I  leave  you, 
and  your  sweet  boy,  to  amuse  you.  And 
recollect,  Julia,"  and  she  looked  down 
as  she  spoke,  *'  I  ain  almost  as  much  a 
widow  in  heart  as  yourself;  but  I  live 
in  hope  and  in  prayer,  that  our  friends 
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will  return  safe  and  honoured.  Oh,  that 
will  be  a  day  of  joy  to  recompense  all 
our  sorrows!" 

**  Let  me  but  see  my  Frederic  re- 
stored to  me,  and  I  shall  never  repine 
again,"  and  Julia  kissed  her  babe,  and 
wept.  "  I  believe  you,  Julia ;"  but 
starting  up  suddenly,  "  I  must  delay 
here  no  longer ;  I  have  many  prepara- 
tions to  make.  Adieu,  for  the  present. 
I  will  soon  fulfil  my  promise  of  paying 
you  a  visit."  And  Julia,  a  little  con- 
soled by  her  friend's  assurances,  fondly 
threw  her  white  arms  round  her,  and 
bade  her  farewell. 

On  their  arrival  in  Harley-street,  they 
found  the  Courtney  family,  who  had 
been  advertised  of  the  day  and  hour  of 
their  arrival,  assembled  in  full  form  to 
receive  them.  Mrs.  Courtney  had  so  far 
schooled  her  features,  and  prepared  her 
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sensibilities  for  the  occasion,  as  to  be* 
tray  little  embarrassment.  The  several 
members  of  the  family  all  advanced  se- 
parately to  offer  their  congratulations, 
>vith  the  exception  of  Martha,  who  stood 
somewhat  aloof  from  the  rest,  almost 
palpably  sneering  at  the  whole  perform- 
ance. 

'*  Welcome  to  London,  my  dearest 
niece,''  said  Mrs.  Courtney,  with  su- 
preme courtesy ;  **  I  can  hardly  tell  you 
how  happy  v/e  all  are  to  see  you  here, 
especially  on  such  an  occasion;  nor  can 
you  think,  my  dearest  sister,  how  much 
^ve  have  regretted  your  determination 
of  solitude." — *'  I  should  imagine  not,'* 
murmured  Martha,  **  as  she  never  heard 
a  syllable  of  it  before." 

"  The  country  has  many  charms,"  said 
Mrs.  Vaughan.  "  Yes — oh — unques- 
tionably ;  and  my  dearest  niece  must  be 
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well  aware  that  I  have  always  beea 
among  the  first  to  consult  her  happiness. 
I  imagined  it  most  likely  to  be  secured 
by  permitting  her  the  choice  of  her 
abode,  though  I  must  own  that  to  wean 
her  so  completely  from  the  attractions 
of  fashionable  life  in  London,  my  dear- 
est sister,"  turning  to  Mrs.  Vaughan, 
with  a  most  gracious  smile,  *'  you  must 
have  cast  an  absolute  spell  around  her/* 
-'  No  other  spell.  Madam,'*  replied 
Catherine,  with  cool  dignity,  **than  that 
rare  one  of  friendship  and  kindness  in 
the  extreme." — '*  The  hope  of  seeing 
you  here/'  said  Mrs.  Courtney,  address- 
ing Mrs.  Vaughan,  and  too  subtle  to 
take  any  notice  of  Catherine's  poignant 
remark,  *'  was  one  which  had  I  scarcely 
ventured  to  indulge.  I  had  imbibed  a 
notion  that  you  had  formed  some  sort  of 
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religious  vow  never  to  quit  your  retire- 
ment, and  am  the  more  flattered  that 
you  should  break  it  on  ihy  account/* 
"  I  had  made  no  actual,  precise  vow," 
rejilied  Mrs.  Vaughan  ;  "  but  must  own 
I  am  sufficiently  partial  to  my  cottage, 
not  to  have  deserted  it  even  for  so  short 
a  period,  but  by  little  less  than  the 
compulsion  of  friendship."  Mrs.  Court- 
ney dexterously  took  the  compliment  to 
herself,  and  answered  it  by  a  pressure 
of  the  hand. 

Seraphina  Matilda  at  this  moment 
broke  through  the  throng,  and  flinging 
her  arms  round  Catherine's  neck  with 
resistless  tenderness,  kissed  her  cheek. 
She  fortunately  did  not  accompany  the 
action  with  a  long  and  appropriate 
speech.  Her  feelings,  and  they  had 
<^ften  done  her  this  service  before,  over- 
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came  her,  and  impeded  her  utterance. 
She  was  at  a  loss  for  words  to  express 
her  share  in  the  general  felicity. 

'*  To  do  Seraphioa  justice,"  whis- 
pered Martha,  "  I  believe  she  will  find 
it  in  her  heart  to  forgive  you  your  for- 
tune, provided  always  you  take  especial 
care  not  to  rival  her  with  her  adorers." 
''  I  always  warned  them,"  resumed  Mar- 
tha, **  that  you  would  one  day  have 
your  revenge.  I  long  to  see  how  you 
will  use  your  triumph." 

Catherine,  without  replying,  approach- 
ed Lady  Lovemore  with  polite  inqui- 
ries for  the  health  of  her  lord,  who,  she 
perceived,  did  not  make  one  of  the  fa- 
mily party  that  day.  **  Lord  Lovemore !" 
answered  her  ladyship,  with  an  air  of 
profound  iudifference,  **  He  is  well,  I 
believe ;  that  is  to  say,  he  was  well 
when  I  last  heard  of  him.  He  has  been. 
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heaven  knows  where ;  down  in  the 
North,  I  thhik,  these  six  weeks  ;  elec- 
tioneering, hunting,  visiting  ;  but  it  was 
too  much  to  expect  me  to  leave  town  at 
this  season.  1  dare  say  his  lordship  will 
come  back  when  he  finds  it  convenient.*' 
Catherine  looked  astonishment.  "Now, 
Avhat  surprises  you?'*  whispered  Mar- 
+ino  *«  Do  vou  think  she  consented  to 
become  Lady  Lovemore,  to  have  her  in- 
estimable old  lord  always  at  her  elbow? 
Quite  the  contrary:  she  married  him  to 
get  rid  of  his  company  ;  and  the  ex- 
pedient has  answered  the  purpose  ad- 
mirably."—" Still  merciless  !"  cried  Ca- 
therine ;  "  will  nothing  soften  your  pro- 
pensity to  satire?" — ''Nothing,"  re- 
joined Martha,  ''  except  burying  myself 
in  such  a  hermitage  as  you  have  just 
emerged  from,  where  all  is  innocence 
and  insipidity." 
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CHAPTER  XIV, 


Oh  !  where  is  honour  safe  ?  Not  with  the  living ; 
I'hey  feed  upon  opinions,  errors,  dreams. 
And  make  them  truths :  they  draw  a  nourishment 
Out  of  defamings  ;  grow  upon  disgraces  ; 
And  when  they  see  a  virtue  fortified 
Strongly,  above  the  battery  of  their  tongues. 
Oh!  how  they  cast  to  sink  it  I 

Beaumont, 


The  following  day,  tlie  whole  family, 
with  the  exception  of  Mrs.  Vaughan, 
and  the  addition  of  one  or  two  visitors, 
were  assembled  in  the  drawing-room, 
when  a  servant  announced  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt.  **  Mordaunt  !'*  said  Mrs.  Court- 
ney ;  "  does  any  one  remember  the 
name?"  As  the  servant  stood  at  the  door, 
waiting  to  know  his  mistress'  pleasure, 
"  Not  I,*'     ''  Nor  I,"  echoed  several 
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voices  at  once.  *'  Mordaunt !  Oh  I  now 
recollect,"  said  Courtney,  *'  a  college 
friend  of  Vauglian's,  brought  here  one 
evening  just  before  he  went  abroad, 
something  of  a  fashionable  ;  one  who 
knows  a  good  deal,  and  tells  more  than 
he  knows."—''  Oh,  admit  him,  by  all 
means,"  said  Martha;  ''such  a  man  is 
an  essential  of  life.  We  shall  hear  all 
the  news,  and  all  the  scandal,  about  our 
dear  absent  friends." 

Mordaunt  entered.  ''  Welcome  to 
England,  Mr.  Mordaunt,"  said  Court- 
ney, advancing  to  meet  him  with  a  hand 
of  the  most  ready  friendship.  "  Just 
arrived,  I  presume.  What  news  from 
the  peninsula  ?  Our  heroes  all  alive,  all 
stirring  just  now."—''  Why,  faith,  not 
all,"  said  Mordaunt,  carelessly ;  "  the 
campaign  has  done  its  work ;  but  such 
as  are  alive,  are  driving  the  French  fa- 
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mously  before  them."     Catherine  gave 
an  invokintary  shudder. 

Mordaunt  now  found  liimself  assailed 
by  a  string  of  inquiries  made  in  such 
rapid  succession,  as  scarcely  to  give  him 
time  to  reply.  One  of  the  visitors  had 
a  brother,  another  a  nephew,  in  the 
service.  He  was  overv»^helmed.  "  Re- 
ally, madam,  I  don't  know^ — I  have  not 
seen  — I  have  not  heard"~as  he  turned 
from  one  to  the  other,  perplexed  and 
bewildered  by  the  multiplicity  of  ques- 
tions. "  Pray,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Courtney, 
with  a  countenance  of  that  curiosity 
which  is  altogether  independent  of  re- 
gard; '*  in  the  course  of  the  campaign, 
did  you  ever  meet  with  a  Mr.  Gordon, 
of  the  49th  ?  Is  he  likely  to  get  on  ? 
Has  his  father  made  any  exertion  in  his 
favour?  Has  he  any  possible  chance  of 
promotion?" — **  Whether  he  is  safe,  is 
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a  minor  consideration,"  whispered  Mar- 
tha.    If  he  does  not  get  a  regiment  at 
once,  he  may  as  well  march  civilly  out 
of  the  world."—''  Really,  Madam,  I  am 
distressed  beyond  measure,"  said  Mor- 
daunt,  in  a  tone  of  actual  mortification, 
*'  to  be  obliged  to  profess  ignorance  on 
all  these  subjects  of  interest.    But  Spain 
is  a  wide  country,  our  armies  are  vastly 
scattered,  and  it  unfortunately  happens, 
that  I  have  not  met  with  any  of  the  gen- 
tlemen  named." 

•'  You  left  England,  Mr.  Mordaunt,  I 
think,  about  the  same  time  with  our  mu- 
tual friend^  Vaughan." — "  Some  months 
before,"  replied  Mordaunt,  glad  of  hav- 
ing at  length  something  to  communicate, 
"  I  saw  him  the  very  day  I  set  out 
homewards;  a  noble  fellow — I  left  him  in 
excellent  health;  but"— Catherine  felt 
her  breath  stop—"  not  quite  so  well  ia 
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spirits  as  in  health."  **  I  am  not  much 
surprised  at  that,"  observed  Lady  Love- 
more,  **  Mr.  Vaughan,  in  my  opinion,  was 
never  very  remarkable  for  vivacity;  he 
was  looked  on  here  as  singularly  grave 
for  his  time  of  life.*' — "  It  would  have 
been  singular,  not  to  have  been  a  little 
grave  at  the  time  1  left  him." — '*  A  lady 
in  the  case,  I  imagine;  a  Spanish  ro- 
mance, such  as  fair  ladies  may  easily 
conceive. — Oh  !  pray,  leave  nothing  to 
fancy,"  said  Mrs.  Courtney,  ''  I  beg  you 
will  let  us  have  it  at  full  length,"  cast- 
ing a  keen  glance  at  Catherine,  who  sat 
motionless,  not  daring  to  venture  an  in- 
quiry, nor  even  raise  her  eyes  from  the 
ground. 

"  It  is  told  in  a  few  v/ords,"  replied 
Mordaunt.  *'  The  rival  was  a  fiery 
Spaniard,  a  jealous  Don,  as  they  all  are. 
The  Spanish  ladies  are  dangerous  beau- 
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ties  ;  the  Don  carried  off  the  prize,  and 
not  content  with  being  the  successful 
wooer,  must  absurdly  seek  an  oppor- 
tunity of  quarrelling  with  Vaughan, 
for  having  presumed  to  look  with  the 
same  eyes  upon  the  lady,"  *'  Strange," 
said  Courtney,  '*  who  would  have  sus- 
pected this  from  Vaughan  ;  that  very 
wise  and  primitive  person?  I  could 
have  laid  the  long  odds  he  would  never 
find  courage  to  talk  on  the  formidable 
topic  of  love  to  any  human  being,  fair 
or  brown."  Catherine  could  bear  no 
more.  She  rose  hastily,  and  with  a 
countenance  '*  deathly  pale,"  with  diffi- 
culty found  her  way  across  the  room,  and 
sought  the  solitude  of  her  chamber, 
where,  flinging  herself  upon  the  sofa, 
she  sobbed  aloud  in  the  fulness  of  her 
heart. 

The  deep  though  momentary  silence 
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which  followed  her  departure,  recalled 
the  thoughtless  narrator  to  a  sense  of 
his  imprudence.     He  would  have  taken 
his  leave,  provoked  beyond  measure  at 
his  own  indiscretion;  but  Courtney  had 
other  inquiries  to  make,  and  he  led  him 
apart  from  the  group.    "  May  I  entreat, 
Sir,^*  said  he,  "  that  you  will  complete 
your  story.    I  am  afraid  you  know  more 
of  the  subject  than  you  choose  to  tell." 
"  On  the    contrary,    I    rather    think  I 
have   told   more,"  returned    Mordaunt, 
disconcerted,  "  than  I  had  any  right  to 
tell.     I  speak  from  little  better  than  re- 
port."     *'  But   report/'   argued  Philip, 
*'  has  but  too  often   its  foundation  in 
something  very  like  the  truth  ;  plainly, 
has  there  been  a  meeting,  a  duel?"    **  1 
have  made  a  most  unpardonable  blunder 
in  this  business,  Sir,"  was  the  reply.  "  I 
was  almost  under  an  injunction  of  se- 
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erecy,  yet  here  have  I  let  the  whol& 
affair  slip  in  the  first  five  minutes,  and 
before  ladies!"  ''  And  Vaughan  gaver 
you  this  injunction  ?"  urged  Courtney. 
"  As  to  the  intended  duel,  the  rencontre 
is,  I  am  afraid  a  fact."  "And  the  cause?  " 
**  I  know  nothing  beyond  the  common 
rumour  of  the  camp  ;  and  I  am  most  ex- 
tremely mortified  that  I  mentioned 
either  the  one  or  the  other.  It  was  the 
ladies !  a  man  that  falls  headlong  and 
unprepared  into  a  drawing-room,  can' 
have  no  more  chance  of  keeping  a  se> 
cret  of  the  last  importance,  than — than 
I  had." 

"  Well,"  said  Courtney,  laughing,  **  as 
I  am  no  woman,  perhaps  you  will  ac* 
quit  me  of  all  irregular  curiosity  in  i»y^ 
inquiries.  I  am,  I  assure  you,  actuated 
simply  by  an  earnest  wish  to  serve 
Vaughan.     I  would  know  the  facts  em 
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tire  of  this  unlucky  adventure,  to  enable 
me  to  repeat  the  story  to  his  advantage. 
He  has  relations.    If  it  should  reach  his^ 
uncle's  ears,  it  might  shake  him  consi- 
derably in  his  good  opinion." — ''  Most 
unlucky/'  saidMordaunt,  in  an  accent  of 
real  regret,  **  yet  you  may  rely  upon 
liis  coming  off  with  honour/^ — "  And 
did  he,"  said  Courtney,  "  knowing  that 
you  were  about  to  depart  for  England  so 
immediately,  charge  you  with  no  letters, 
no  message?   strange." — ''  None,"  re- 
plied Mordaunt;  "  but  that  was  scarcely 
to  be  wondered  at,  considering  his  re- 
luctance to  let  the  matter  get  loose  in 
England.     And  after  all,  it  might  come 
to  nothing.      Those   affairs   you  know 
blow  over  every  day." 

"  No  letter,"  murmured  Courtney ; 
his  deep  eye  glistening  with  the  tri- 
umph which  he  was  to  build  upon  thi>9 
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unwary  omission.  He  walked  away  a 
few  involuntary  steps,  to  indulge  in  his 
exultation.  Then  suddenly  turning  to 
the  perplexed  Mordaunt,  "  You  are  per- 
fectly satisfied  that  no  communication, 
no  detail  on  this  subject  has  reached 
England.  You  have  come  alone  from 
the  army."  "  No,  not  absolutely  alone,*' 
replied  Mordaunt,  laughingly;  *' but  I 
can  assure  you,  that  my  companion  is 
not  at  all  burthened  with  histories  of  the 
campaign." 

Courtney  meditated  again. — ''  Of  the 
duel  you  are  sure?"  ''  Perfectly."  **  He 
would  fight?"—*'  No  doubt  of  it. 
There  was  not  a  more  dashing  fellow  in 
the  brigade,  I  have  good  reason  to  say 
it." — ''  He  may  have  been  killed,"  mur- 
mured Courtney,  *'  and  you  have 
brought  the  news?" — he  approached  and 
gazed  with  a  wild  eagerness  in  his  hear- 
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er's  face.  '*  Heaven  forbid!" said  Mor- 
daunt,  shrinking  at  the  thought — and 
overpowered  by  the  fierce  glare  of  his 
eye;  "  That  is  scarcely  the  surmise  of 
a  friend." — "  A  friend.  Sir !  ay,  he 
shall  find  me  a  friend  indeed,"  retorted 
Courtney,  with  a  sardonic  smile. 

He  stood  silent  for  a  while.  Then 
suddenly  recovering  himself,  with  a  look 
of  his  mother's  subtle  courtesy,  he  apo- 
logized for  any  abruptness  of  which  he 
might  have  been  guilty  in  the  inquiry, 
on  the  ground  of  his  extreme  interest  in 
his  beloved  relative's  welfare. 

The  ladies  had  already  withdrawn^ 
and  Mordaunt  took  his  leave,  perplexed 
by  what  he  had  seen,  and  regretting 
what  he  had  done.  Courtney  bowed 
him  to  the  door  ;  then  violently  flinging 
it  to,  paced  the  room  in  a  fever  of  ex- 
ulting and  inflamed  feelings.     *'  Out  of 
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this  imperfect  story,  this  unexplained 
romance,  this  dubious  duel,  might  be 
framed  the  ruin  of  the  rival  lover 
and  the  rival  heir.  His  mistress  was 
to  be  won,  his  uncle  was  to  be  alien- 
ated."  The  picture  spread  in  sanguine 
colours  before  him,  and  he  long  in- 
dulged in  the  luxuries  of  his  stern  ima- 
gination. 
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CHAPTER  XV 


I  must  be 
Envious,  and  so  sit  eating  of  myself 
At  others'  fortunes  ;  I  must  lie  and  damnably, 
Beyond  the  patience  of  an  honest  hearer. 
But  when  I  am  a  lover.  Heaven  have  mercy? 
iiove  and  ambition  draw  the  devil's  coach. 

Beaumont, 


The  greater  part  of  that  wretched  day 
rwas  spent  by  Catherine  in  her  chamber; 
ibut,  conscious  of  the  remarks  to  which 
cshe  would  subject  herself  by  a  longer 
seclusion,  she  joined  the  family  at  the 
dinner-hour.  Mrs.  Vaughan,  unhappily 
acquainted  with  the  leading  points  of 
the  story,  did  not  make  her  appearance, 
and  she  could  feel  it  no  shame  to  give 
hexself  up  to  the  indulgence  of  a  natu- 
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lal  grief.  Catherine  envied  her  the 
freedom  of  her  solitude,  but  knew  too 
well  that  no  such  allowance  would  be 
made  for  herself.  She  felt  that  a  mo- 
tlier's  grief  is  sacred, — while  the  anguish 
of  a  heart  like  her's  was  much  less  likely 
to  meet  sympathy  than  ridicule. 

By  a  violent  and  painful  effort,  she 
compelled  herself  to  appear  before  them, 
and  even  tried  to  smile  and  talk  on  in- 
different subjects.  But  when  they  asked 
her  to  accompany  them  to  the  theatre, 
her  heart  felt  that  this  was  a  task  to 
which  she  was  unequal;  she  declined 
the  offer;  and  the  quivering  lip  and 
the  treacherous  tear  afforded  strong  evi- 
dence of  the  cause. 

Fortunately,  the  whole  party,  intent 
upon  amusement,  speedily  dispersed  to 
make  their  preparations  for  the  even- 
ing ;    and    when    Catherine,   from   the 
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window  at  which  she  was  seated,  saw 
Lady  Lovemore's  carriage  draw  up,  and 
the  four  ladies  enter  it  with  light  steps 
and  joyous  countenances,  she  felt  as  if 
the  sight,  however  wofully  contrasted 
with  her  own  feelings,  was  yet  a  relief 
to  her  overcharged  heart. 

Thinking  that  she  was  secure  fronl 
intrusion  for  the  remainder  of  the  even- 
ing, and  leaning  her  aching  head  on  her 
hand,  while  she  gazed  vacantly  on  the 
various  objects  which  passed  in  rapid 
succession  before  her  eyes,  she  sank 
into  a  bitter  contemplation  of  the  change 
which  had  taken  place  in  her  hopes 
and  prospects  in  the  course  of  that 
luckless  day 

Even  the  thought  of  her  father's  re- 
turn, which  she  had  anticipated  with  so 
much  joy,  was  no  longer  a  source  of 
delight ;  she  reproached  herself  for  this 
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iinfilial  sentiment, — but  Vaughan  had 
been  too  long  the  secret  master  of  her 
heart.  '« How  often  have  I  heard,  tha^t 
grief  follows  rapidly  on  the  steps  of 
joy !  Shall  I  ever  venture  to  be  happy 
again?" 

Absorbed  by  the  painful  train  of 
thought  into  which  she  had  just  fallen, 
she  had  suffered  Courtney  to  enter  the 
room  unperceived.  She  looked  up,  and 
saw  him  standing  beside  her,  less  with  an 
expression  of  surprise  in  his  counte- 
nance, than  one  that  might  have  been 
mistaken  for  sympathy. 

He  took  her  motionless  hand,  and 
paused,  as  if  respect  and  feeling  for  the 
circumstances  in  which  she  was  placed 
checked  him.  *'  Dear  Miss  Greville,"  he 
said,  "  I  am  most  deeply  concerned  that 
you  should  have  heard  any  tidings  that 
could  give  you  pain;    Believe  me,  I 
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^peak  with  all  sincerity  when  I  say, 
that  the  sight  of  those  sorrows,  from 
whatever  cause  they  flow,  has  given  me 
inexpressible  regret.'*  Catherine  was 
still  silent.  He  resumed:  "So  impor- 
tant is  your  happiness  to  me,  that  I 
could  even  find  in  my  heart  to  plead  a 
rivaVs  cause,  if  I  might  hope  to  see  you 
4anile  again." 

' '  Sir ! "  said  Catherine,  interruptedly ; 
"^^  a  rival's  cause!  I  do  not  compre- 
hend. I  am  indisposed.  I  have  no 
grief, — at  least,  none  of  the  nature  that 
you  attribute  to  me."  "  Nay,  dearest 
girl,  this  to  me,  who  know  all?  My 
candour  should  be,  at  least,  repaid  with 
«qual  sincerity,  whatever  may  be  the 
fate  of  my  respect, — my  regard !  You 
may  not  be  aware  that  I  was  Vaughan's 
ijonfidant  from  the  first;  but  bear  me 
-witness,  that  a  sense  of  honour  and 
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friendship  towards  him  have  till  this 
moment  silenced  the  pleadings  of  my 
own  heart,  and  even  now  I  should  be 
silent,  if  I  thought  him  still  worthy  of 
you." 

A  pang  struck  his  hearer  to  the  heart; 
but  she  made  no  reply  but  by  turning 
away.  Courtney  again  addressed  her. 
**  I  should,  dearest  girl,  teach  myself  to 
respect  the  priority  of  his  claims, — yes, 
however  hard  might  be  the  task,  should 
forbear  to  name  my  hopes,  perhaps  I 
might  say  my  claims ;  but  appearances 
are  fatally  adverse  to  him." 

*'  Appearances,  Sir!"  said  Catherine, 
making  a  vain  attempt  to  stifle  her  emo- 
tion ;  **  I  can  have  no  right,  no  wish  to 
inquhe  into  their  truth.  The  subject  of 
your  allusions  is  free,  and  doubtless  per- 
fectly at  liberty  to  follow  his  own  in- 
clinations,— to  make  his  own  decisions." 
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**  For  myself,"  rejoined  Philip,  '*  I  dis- 
dain rumour,  yet  with  loveliness  and  ho- 
nour, with  you  before  him,  I  cannot  find 
a  milder  term  than  guilty,  for  one  who 
could  for  a  moment  forget  his  alle- 
giance/' 

His  voice  grew  more  pathetic.  "  Hea- 
vens !  had  such  a  heart  been  mine!  But, 
no  doubt,  he  will  write;  this  will  be 
the  test.  He  will  not  suffer  a  dishonour- 
able, a  deadly  imputation  to  rest  upon 
his  conduct.  No, — Vaughan  will  un'J 
doubtedly  write, — if  he  be  but  living  to 
make  that  explanation."  *'  If  he  be|but 
living?"  exclaimed  Catherine,  clasping 
her  hands ;  the  dreadful  thought  of  his 
death  superseding  every  other  consi- 
deration ;  and  she  felt  at  that  instant 
as  if  she  could  have  pardoned  even  his 
utter  desertion  of  her,  could  she  have 
been  but  assured  of  his  safety. 
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Courtney  gazed  in  dismay  at  her 
blank  countenance  and  tearful  eye.  He 
saw  that  it  was  vain  to  attempt  ex- 
citing in  her  bosom  a  prejudice  against 
Vaughan,  while  she  trembled  for  his 
life;  and,  repulsed  in  his  first  attempt, 
he  stood  irresolute  what  course  next  to 
pursue. 

At  this  period,  Mrs.  Vaughan  entered 
hastily,  with  an  open  letter  in  her  hand. 
*'  Rejoice  with  me,  Catherine,  my  love," 
she  exclaimed,  "  here  is  a  letter  from 
Spain,  from  my  Francis  himself,  this 
moment  received."  "  A  letter !  where, 
where  ?"  said  Catherine,  almost  springing 
forwards  to  take  it.  Courtney  gave  it  a 
single  glance.  **  Has  it  a  date?"  he  asked 
coldly.  **Date!"  said  Mrs.  Vaughan, 
referring  anxiously  to  the  letter ;  "I 
had  forgotten  to  notice  that.  No ;  what  an 
unfortunate  omission."  **  An  intentional 
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i^joiission  I  should  be  rather  inclined  to 
lear/'said  Courtney.  ''Sir,  sir!"  said 
Mrs.  Vaughan,  in  a  voice  of  impatient  sor- 
j?aw,  "  this  is  cruel — thus  to  sport  with 
my  feelings,  to  renew  my  worst  fears." 
"You  do  me  infinite  injustice.  Madam; 
I  would  merely  caution  you  against  the 
indulgence  of  a  too  sanguine  hope. 
The  letter  certainly  may  have  been 
written  after  the  event  which  has  na- 
turally alarmed  us  all  so  much.  What 
account  does  he  give  of  the  Spanish 
affair?"  ''  He  does  not  once  allude  to  it," 
replied  Mrs.  Vaughan.  '*  It  may  be 
^o,  certainly,"  said  Courtney,  with  an 
aspect  of  grave  doubt;  "  yet  I  should 
have  supposed  that  he  would  have  been 
nervously  anxious  to  explain  every  thing 
satisfactorily  relative  to  a  matter  so  very 
delicate ;  yet  he  may  clear  his  honour 
still."     "  He  will,  I  will  answer  for  it," 
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said  Mrs.  Vaughan  vehemently.  Ca- 
therine trembled,  and  listened  intensely. 
"  Yet,  this  silence  is  so  unlike  him,"  ob- 
served Courtney,  with  apparent  care- 
lessness. "  Had  it  been  my  own  case,  I 
could  not  have  rested  under  the  suspi- 
cion of  this  levity  and  forgetfulness  for 
an  hour;  but  he  has  more  resolution 
than  I  have." 

In  the  steady  and  somewhat  indig- 
nant gaze  with  with  which  Mrs.  Vaughan 
met  his  eye,  he  could  discern  no  trace 
of  the  feeling  he  had  been  labouring  to 
instil  into  her  mind  ;  but  in  the  fluc- 
tuating and  feverish  tinge  which  mount- 
ed rapidly  to  Catherine's  countenance, 
he  flattered  himself  that  he  could  dis- 
cover, at  least,  an  indecision,  which 
might  by  degrees  be  worked  up  into  re- 
sentment and  rejection.  Catherine's 
heart  was  on  the  rack  of  uncertainty ; 
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but  the  more  she  felt  conscious  of 
doubt,  the  more  she  felt  anxious  to  dis- 
guise it  from  all  eyes.  There  is  no  love 
without  some  slight  tincture  of  jealousy ; 
and  she  felt  for  the  first  time  the  pains 
of  the  most  imperious  and  mingled  of 
all  the  passions. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


Let  me  kiss  off  those  tears,  O,  beauteous  tears. 
If  shed  by  filial  love,  if  shed  for  absence. 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  girl !  Of  all  the  pangs 
That  lurked  beneath  the  rugged  brow  of  war. 
When  glaring  day  was  closed,  and  hushed  the  camp. 
Oh,  then,  amid  ten  thousand  other  cares, 
Those  stung  the  keenest  that  remembered  thee. 

Tho7npson, 


Mrs.  Courtney,  elated  by  her  fashion- 
able alliance,  and  with  two  daughters 
still  to  be  disposed  of  for  the  benefit  and 
honour  of  the  peerage,  had  plunged  at 
this  period  into  more  resolute  dissipa- 
tion. Still  handsome,  though  unhap- 
pily not  within  that  period  in  which 
lovely  ladies  grow  yet  more  lovely,  no 
artist  in  the  great  science  of  good  looks 
could  exert  a  happier  ingenuity  in  re- 
pelling the  advances  of  Time,  the  only 
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advances  that  women  of  a  certain  rank 
.are  presumed  to  think  of  repelling. 

A  natural  spirit  of  activity,  which  to 
the  ruder  ^ye  often  seems  a  talent  for 
Affairs ;  a  dignified  and  striking  exterior, 
which  seemed  made  for  the  palmy 
heights  of  life ;  and  an  iron  heart  within; 
were  the  qualifications  by  which,  hav- 
ing once  attained  a  place  in  fashionable 
life,  she  held  it  as  of  right.  The  at- 
tempts to  dispute  her  right  were  few ; 
for  her  sarcasm  was  bitter,  and  her  re- 
sentment was  avowedly  quick,  unspar- 
ing, and  implacable.  She  was  hated, 
and  was  perfectly  conscious  of  it ;  but 
like  the  Roman  tyrant,  her  eye  seemed 
to  say,  *'  Let  them  hate,  while  they 
fear.*' 

Yet,  in  all  her  state,  there  was  one 
tinxiety  that  envenomed  the  whole  tri- 
umph.     Her  income,  however  dexte- 
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rously  stretched,  was  stretched  beyond 
its  strength,  and  the  time  must  come 
when  the  struggle  must  be  ruin,  and 
Mrs.  Courtney  be  smiled  on  by  duch- 
esses, and  be  flirted  with  by  their  re- 
creant lords — no  more ! 

After  one  of  her  most  splendid  routs, 
she  had  scarcely  sunk  into  a  restless 
dream,  in  which  creditors  in  a  thousand 
different  shapes  from  all  the  elements 
seemed  crowding  round  her,  when  she 
was  startled  hy  the  rolling  of  a  carriage 
to  the  door. 

Her  attendant  entered  at  the  same 
moment  to  tell  her  that  a  gentleman 
had  arrived,  who  had  sent  up  no  name, 
but  had  desired  that  none  of  the  fa- 
mily should  be  disturbed  on  his  ac- 
count. 

Conjecture  ran  over  the  number  of 
gentlemen,  old  and  young,  to  whom  she 
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was  indebted;  and,  conscious  of  the 
easy  disguises  of  a  creditor,  she  felt 
sudden  alarm.  She  sprang  to  the  win- 
dow, but  the  carriage  had  driven  off; 
and  the  bright  sunshine  striking  upon 
her  own  countenance,  showed  her  in  her 
mirror  a  face  that  must  not  be  exhibited 
to  any  human  being  without  a  long  and 
studious  surveillance, 

Catherine,  who  had  reluctantly  ap- 
peared on  the  night  before,  and  was  the 
first  to  retire,  was  the  first  to  rise,  and 
entered  the  breakfast-parlour,  uncon- 
scious of  the  new  arrival.  She  stopped 
on  seeing  a  gentleman  there,  who  un- 
hearing  her  light  step,  and  with  his 
back  turned  to  her,  was  looking  intently 
at  the  family  pictures.  He  was  tall 
and  stately  ;  but  his  head  partially  bald, 
and  his  attitude  slightly  bent,  as  by  ill- 
ness or  wounds,  struck  her  with  an  in- 
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stinctive  impression  for  which  she  could 
find  no  words.  The  stranger  turnedv 
and  with  military  courtliness  made  her 
a  low  obeisance.  He  was  a  handsome' 
and  martial-looking  figure  ;  but  his  sal- 
low countenance  gave  proof  that  he  had' 
long  served  abroad.  He  gazed  for  a 
moment,  as  if  trying  to  collect  hrs 
thoughts,  then  exclaiming,  *'  Catherine, 
my  girl !"  caught  her  half  fainting  in 
his  arms. 

She  was  now  happy,  without  a  recol-- 
lection  of  sorrow  to  shade  her  happi- 
ness.    She  was  in  the  arms  of  her  pro- 
tector, and  her  parent.     She  fixed  her 
fine   eyes  on  his  vigorous  and  joyous 
features  with  a  strange  delight :  she  felt- 
as  if  he  had  never  left  her ;  yet  she  felt  a,^ 
if  a  new  security  from  anguish,  a  new  en- 
joyment of  existence,  a  new  tie  to  life  had- 
been  created  for  her  within  that  hour?^-' 
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The  General  gazed  at  her  with  min« 
gled  fondness  and  admiration.  '*  And  is 
this  the  little  one  that  used  to  climb  my 
knees,  that  I  have  chidden  and  kissed  a 
hundred  times  a-day?   You  cannot  re- 
member those  early  times,  Catherine^ 
but  they  are  still  fresh  in  your  father'Sr 
memory.     Could  I  have  anticipated  the 
happiness  of  this  meeting,  I  could  never 
have  found  the  courage  to  defer  it  so 
long.'*  Catherine  sent  up  a  silent  thanks- 
giving.     "  But  it  was  for  you,  my  child  ; 
and  though   India  has  left  its  marks 
upon  me,  I  hope  to  spend  many  a  joy- 
ous day  in  England  with  you  yet.'* 

Catherine  fondly  replied,  that  his. 
presence  was  enough  for  her  happiness.. 
*'  You  talk  like  all  girls,  full  of  ro- 
mance," said  her  father,  laughingly  ; 
**  but  I'll  answer  for  it,  you  will  not  find 
youi^elf  the  worse  for  posses&ing  some 
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of  the  good  things  of  this  world.  You 
shall  live  like  a  Begum,  a  princess,  my 
girl,  and  we  must  look  out  for  a  prince 
for  you,  ere  long."  The  General,  in  the 
careless  joy  of  his  heart,  had  touched 
on  an  interesting  topic;  while  Cathe- 
rine, reverting  with  renewed  pain  to 
Courtney's  story,  trembled  at  the  inti- 
mation. 

Mrs.  Courtney,  whom  the  announce- 
ment of  her  visitor's  name  had  for  once 
induced  to  hasten  the  mysteries  of  the 
toilette  more  than  usual,  now  enter- 
ed, followed  by  her  two  daughters,  to 
whom  successively  she  introduced  him: 
*^  But  how  is  this  ?"  said  the  General : 
''  there  is  some  familiar  face,  or  fa- 
miliar name,  that  strikes  me  as  missing 
from  the  family  circle.  Julia!— Yes — 
Julia ! — I  hope  no  accident — she  was  a 
lovely   child!"— "My  dear  General," 
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said  Mrs.  Courtney,  her  former  gracious 
smile  giving  place  to  an  ominous  gravity, 
"  she  is  seldom  named  here— she  is 
married  !" — "  So  much  the  better/'  said 
the  General;  "  she  promised  to  be  a  fine 
sensible  girl.  Where  does  she  live? 
we  must  visit  her  and  her  husband." — 
"  Ask  no  more,  my  dear  General :  she 
has  degraded  herself  and  us  by  an  un- 
worthy marriage." — "  Why — what — that 
is  bad.  Has  she  run  off  with  the  foot- 
man, or  been  converted  to  matrimony 
by  a  methodist  preacher?" — *'  Heavens, 
how  you  terrify  me,"  said  Mrs.  Court- 
ney, •'  by  such  shocking  allusions  !  No, 
I  flatter  myself  that  a  child  of  mine 
could  not  so  totally  forget  what  was  due 
to  me  as  to  throw  herself  away  upon 
any  one  unconnected  with  rank  ;  but 
unfortunately  the  husband  whom  Julia 
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has  chosen  has  not  the  means  to  sup- 
port her  in  that  society  to  which  she  has 
been  accustomed." — **  Bad  again,"  said 
the  General.  **  Money  is  essential — yet 
if  the  fellow  is  a  gentleman — '*  *'  Mr. 
Gordon,  my  dear  father!"  said  Cathe- 
rine ardently, ''  has  only  a  noble  presence, 
a  cultivated  mind,  and  a  most  generous 
and  excellent  heart  to  recommend  him: 
rank  and  fortune  are  much ;  but  shall 
those  go  for  nothing?" — "  Not  in  my 
eyes,  I  can  assure  you,"  said  her  admir- 
ing father ;  ''we  must  look  for  these 
young  people — bring  the  exiles  home  ; 
and  Julia  shall  be  my  guest  —  your 
guest,  Catherine." 

Mrs.  Courtney,  with  the  view  of 
changing  the  subject,  begged  that  the 
General  would  satisfy  their  curiosity  re- 
specting the  cause  of  his  long  silence. 
The  explanation  was  given  at  once* 
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As  it  had  been  Mrs.  Courtney's  cus- 
tom to  take  flight  in  the  season  for  some 
fashionable  watering-place.  General  Gre- 
ville  had  for  many  years,  for  better 
security,  been  in  the  habit  of  despatch- 
ing his  letters  to  his  agent  in  London. 
When  she  had  last  called  for  her  re- 
mittances, an  unusual  time  having 
elapsed  without  a  letter,  she  found 
the  old  agent  dead,  and  his  affairs  in  the 
hands  of  his  nephew,  a  young,  and  as  it 
afterwards  turned  out,  an  unprincipled 
coxcomb,  who  denied  having  received 
any  packet  from  India.  To  all  subse- 
quent applications,  made  at  different 
intervals,  he  invariably  gave  the  same 
reply.  Becoming  seriously  uneasy,  and 
afraid  to  trust  the  conveyance  of  her 
own  letters  to  this  person,  whom  she 
began  to  suspect  of  negligence,  at  least, 
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she  wrote  through  other  channels  with- 
out receiving  any  reply.  Her  hard  and 
selfish  nature  had  from  this  adopted 
the  opinion,  which  had  produced  so  ma- 
terial a  change  in  her  behaviour  towards 
Catherine.  Foster,  the  agent's  nephew, 
had  been  unable  to  resist  the  temp- 
tation of  appropriating  the  handsome 
sums  remitted  by  the  General  for  his 
daughter,  and  had  kept  back  every  let- 
ter since  his  uncle's  death. 

In  one  of  those,  General  Greville  had 
apprized  Mrs.  Courtney,  that  his  mili- 
tary duties  would  call  him  many  hun- 
dred miles  up  the  country,  >Vhere  he 
was  likely  to  be  stationed  for  some 
time,  and  where  she  must  in  future 
direct  to  him  ;  but,  as  this  communica- 
tion never  met  her  eye,  her  letters  were, 
of  course,  addressed  as  formerly,  and 
lost. 
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In  the  mean  time,  the  General  having 
become  greatly  alarmed  at  this  apparent 
silence,  made  preparations  for  quitting 
India.  He  wrote  by  an  officer,  to  sig- 
nify his  intention  to  Courtney,  and 
giving  the  same  intimation  to  his  agent, 
Foster  absconded  immediatel}^ 

Mrs.  Courtney  was  now  all  indigna- 
tion, and  would  have  pursued  the  cul- 
prit from  pole  to  pole.  "  Come,  be 
more  merciful,  my  fair  sister,"  said  the 
good-natured  General;  "  I  am  rather 
glad  that  the  scoundrel  has  escaped. 
These  City  coxcombs  seldom  escape  so 
well.  The  loss  of  the  money  is  a  trifle 
compared  with  the  uneasiness  which 
this  piece  of  fraud  has  occasioned  to  all 
parties  ;  but  that  is  all  over  now." 

Catherine  gave  him  a  look  of  grati- 
tude and  beauty  that  fixed  her  father's 
eye.     He  was  silent  in  strong  admira- 
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tion ;  his  heart  was  full,  and  something 
like  a  prayer  quivered  on  his  manly  lips, 
that  she  might  be  happy  beyond  the 
reach  of  chance  or  change. 


HUSBAND    HUNTING.  223 


CHAPTER  XVIL 


How  canst  thou  cross  this  marriag-e ;  not 
Honestly,  but  so  covertly,  that  no  dishonesty 
Shall  appear  in  it. 

ShaJcspeare. 


General  Greville,  not  altogether  pleas- 
ed with  the  slight  insight  which  he  had 
obtained  of  Mrs.  Courtney's  character, 
made  speedy  preparations  for  establish- 
ing himself  in  a  home  of  his  own.  Mrs. 
Courtney,  who  had  acuteness  enough 
to  perceive  the  unfavourable  impression 
which  she  had  made,  was  no  further 
anxious  to  detain  him,  than  just  suffi- 
ciently to  gain  time  to  promote  her  son's 
designs  upon  the  heiress.  Could  she 
have  any  share  in  bringing  about  this 
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opulent  alliance,  she  would  have  some 
claim  on  Philip,  perhaps  so  much  as  to 
add  advantageously  to  an  income  bur- 
tlieiied  with  two  daughters,  who,  she 
began  to  fear,  if  some  strenuous  exer- 
tions were  not  made  in  their  favour, 
might  stand  a  chance  of  remaining  upon 
her  hands  for  life. 

The  splendour  of  the  match  might  so 
far  dazzle  the  eyes  of  their  tardy  admir- 
ers, as  to  bring  them  to  the  point  de- 
sired ;  or  failing  this,  she  should,  doubt- 
less, be  introduced  to  the  large  and 
wealthy  circle  of  the  General's  Indian 
friends;  and  thei  nteresting  Seraphina, 
in  one  of  her  melting  moods,  might 
possibly  captivate  the  heart  of  a  Na- 
bob. 

Meanwhile  Catherine,  occupied  by 
her  own  reveries,  had  formed  no  idea  of 
the  wary  speculations  of  which  she  was 
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the  constant  theme,  but  wandered  from 
room  to  room  like  a  restless  spirit, 
anxious  and  fretted  at  being  compelled 
to  mingle  in  society,  which  daily  be- 
came more  irksome. 

She  had  one  morning  excused  her- 
self from  all  engagements  for  the  day, 
and  was  entering  the  drawing-room, 
which,  to  her  joy,  she  found  vacant, 
when  she  perceived  through  the  fold- 
ing-doors, partially  open,  Mrs.  Courtney 
and  her  son  in  earnest  conversation. — 
*'  It  is  really  quite  provoking,"  were 
the  first  words  which  met  her  ears 
from  Mrs.  Courtney's  lips,  **  to  see  her 
moping  about  the  house  in  this  discon- 
tented manner ;  dear  unfortunate  girl, 
will  nothing  open  her  eyes?" 

"  Argument  is  out  of  the  question," 
said  Philip,  in  a  still  more  emphatic 
tone  ;  **  have  we  not  offered  plain  cir- 
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cumstantial  evidence  of  his  infidelity," 
drawing  at  the  same  time  a  letter  from 
his  pocket ;  "  and  yet  even  this  proof 
could  answer  no  purpose ;  read  again, 
and  be  convinced.  Catherine,  intelligent 
as  she  is,  would  attribute  my  interfer- 
ence, as  she  has  done  all  my  previous 
sincerity,  only  to  personal  motives.*' 

The  actual  pronunciation  of  her  name 
would  not  permit  the  luckless  Cathe- 
rine to  cling  to  the  faint  hope  that  they 
spoke  of  an  indifferent  person, — but  the 
generosity  of  her  nature,  much  as  her 
curiosity  was  roused,  would  not  permit 
her  to  satisfy  her  doubts  by  such  means, 
and,  throwing  open  the  folding-doors, 
she  presented  herself  before  them. — 
''  Madam,"  said  she  to  Mrs,  Courtney, 
"  I  have  been  an  involuntary  hearer  of 
a  part  of  your  conference ;  as  I  am  the 
topic,  at  least  allow  me  time  to  retire  ;" 
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and,  without  waiting  a  reply,  she  hastily 
quitted  the  room,  but  not  without  carry- 
ing away  too  clear  a  conviction. 

''  Very  superb  indeed,"  said  Mrs. 
Courtney,  "  so  hear  the  wise!"  Philip 
laughed.  "  I  think  that  we  have  clipped 
Vaughan's  wings.  Probably  she  has 
heard  enough.  Let  the  hint  work;" 
this  little  dialogue  having  been  planned 
to  take  place  in  her  hearing. 

General  Greville  could  not  remain 
an  unmoved  spectator  of  her  continual 
sadness,  although  he  deemed  it  almost 
impossible  that  she  could  have  any  sor- 
rows beyond  his  power  to  remedy,  or 
which  she  could  be  afraid  to  reveal. 
Thus  he  was  at  length  led  to  fear  that 
her  dejection  was  a  fault  in  her  nature, — 
that  hers  was  an  unloving  and  unjoyous 
spirit. 

He  tried  every  resource  that  his  afFec- 
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tionate  heart  could  devise.  The  variety 
of  amusements  which  Jie  offered  to  her 
were  not  declined,  but  they  were 
evidently  not  enjoyed.  He  drove  her 
through  the  most  fashionable  streets  at 
the  gayest  hour,  but  without  exciting 
a  smile ;  he  surrounded  her  with  his 
friends,~she  received  them  with  po- 
liteness, but  without  animation.  She 
took  no  interest  in  the  choice  of  his 
furniture.  She  was  indifferent  to  the 
place  of  his  residence ;  the  well-filled 
purse,  which  he  threw  upon  her  toilet, 
w^as  surveyed  with  a  careless  gaze. 

He  had  heard  that  she  danced  with 
peculiar  grace  ;  she  now  hated  the  very 
name  of  a  ball: — that  she  was  an  excel- 
lent musician ;  she  now  never  played. 
He  began  to  fear  that  all  his  fondness 
was  thrown  away  upon  an  insensible 
heart.     "  I  will  procure  for  her  some 
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agreeable  surprise,  purchase  for  her 
some  handsome  present  peculiarly 
adapted  to  her  taste,  and  try  if  she  has 
any  gratitude.  I  have  been  told  that 
she  is  strongly  attached  to  the  harp," 
thought  the  kind-hearted  father ;  "  she 
shall  have  the  handsomest  that  can  be 
procured  in  London."  He  drove  off  one 
morning  early,  and  having  fixed  on  an 
instrument  at  an  enormous  price,  or- 
dered it  to  be  sent  to  Mrs.  Courtney's 
house,  till  his  own  should  be  ready  for 
its  reception. 

Catherine  entered  the  drawing-room 
just  after  the  new  purchase  had  been 
deposited  in  a  conspicuous  station.  The 
General  was  impatiently  awaiting  her 
arrival ;  but  her  head  was  filled  and  her 
heart  half  broken  by  the  conversation 
which   she  had  overheard  that   morn- 
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ing,  and  she  entered  with  even  a 
more  abstracted  and  disquieted  air  than 
usual.  A  chilling  apathy  had  benumbed 
every  feeling.  Life,  with  all  its  allure- 
ments, appeared  valueless  to  her.  She 
approached  the  spot  where  her  father's 
costly  present  stood  in  all  its  glory,  hea- 
vily cast  her  eyes  upon  it,  and  turned  away 
again.  The  General  impatiently  walked 
up  and  down,  anticipating  an  expression 
of  surprise  and  delight;  still  not  a  word. 
He  could  bear  it  no  longer.  **  Catherine, 
my  girl,  do  you  see  nothing  to  attract 
your  attention?"  She  was  silent. — 
''  Come,  child,  this  is  perhaps  the  fa- 
shionable habit  of  the  people  of  the 
present  day;  but,  in  my  time,  I  have 
seen  ladies  pleased  with  more  trifling 
attempts  to  consult  their  tastes."  He 
approached  her,  and  said  with  a  soft- 
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ened  manner,  ''  They  tell  me  that  you 
you  have  sometimes  wished  for  an  in- 
strument ;  I  have  had  a  kind  of  pilgrim- 
age in  search  of  this  before  your  indo- 
lent household  were  out  of  their  first 
sleep  this  morning." 

Catherine,  excited  by  the  voice  of 
kindness  in  which  this  was  spoken, 
exerted  herself  to  thank  him  for  his 
superb  present,  and  struck  a  few  chords 
on  it.  Music  had  always  a  resistless 
power  over  her;  and  as  she  leaned 
over  the  harp,  and  listened  to  its  rich 
and  mingling  vibrations,  her  eye  invo- 
luntarily grew  bright,  and  her  cheek 
glowed.  She  sat  down,  and  plunged 
into  all  the  delicious  depths  and  myste- 
ries of  its  harmony.  Her  performance 
had  the  grace  and  brilliancy  of  habitual 
practice  and  natural  talent;  and  the 
General's  delight  was  boundless,  or  only 
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to  be  excelled  by  his  discovering  that 
her  voice  was  as  captivating  as  her  com- 
mand of  strings  and  pedals. 

But  here  a  deeper  difficulty  arose; 
the  music-room  must  be  first  explored 
for  a  song,  and  in  that  room  of  Mrs, 
Courtney's  crowded  house,  some  of  the 
most  important  and  undisturbable  ope- 
rations of  the  toilet  were  at  this  hour  in 
solemn  performance  by  the  lady  of  the 
mansion  herself.  The  whole  tribe  of 
those  sylphs  who  preside  over  cosme- 
tics and  complexions  would  have  been 
roused  into  cureless  hostility  by  an  irre- 
gular intrusion ;  and  Catherine,  unhappy 
and  reluctant,  pleaded  that  she  did  not 
remember  an  air  in  the  world.  For  this, 
however,  the  General  had  made  pro- 
vision. In  the  purchase  of  the  harp, 
he  had  brought  with  him  some  national 
songs,  which  the  publisher  declared  to 
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be  destined  to  immortal  popularity. 
One  of  those,  to  a  Spanish  melody,  he 
placed  before  her. 

LA  PARTIDA. 

We  parted  in  love  ;  and  our  tears  fell  like  rain  ; 
Yet  still  some  sad  pleasure  was  mixed  with  our  pain  ; 
To  some  wild  forebodings  my  mind  was  a  prey. 
But  none  of  them  whispered  that  you  could  betray  ; 
I  grieved  when  I  thought  of  the  world  and  its  woes  ; 
But  I  thought  of  the  time  when  our  trials  would  close  ; 
Hope  sweetened  the  last  dreary  sound  of  "adieu," 
And  still  I  was  blest,  for  I  trusted  in  you. 

But  tears  must  flow  faster,  and  pain  be  more  pain. 
For  the  brightest  and  best  of  our  hope  may  be  vain. 
Yet  why  should  I  weep,  since  the  moment  will  come 
When  my  heart  will  be  calm,  and  the  grave  be  my  home? 
T^ow,  Fortune,  thy  sunshine  can  cheer  me  no  more. 
For  my  joys  and  my  sorrows  alike  shall  be  o'er: 
Yet  had  I  earth's  treasures,  I'd  think  them  too  few, 
To  die,  oh,  thou  false  one !  still  trusting  in  you. 

Slight  and  simple  as  these  verses  were, 
their  accidental  allusions  struck  too  bit- 
terly upon  a  mind  already  stung.  The 
General,  delighted  with  the  sweetness 
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and  skill  of  the  singer,  scarcely  per- 
ceived the  increasing  feebleness,  the 
faltering  voice,  the  tear,  that  often  M^iped 
away  would  still  come,  till  he  was  roused 
by  a  sigh  that  told  the  whole  deep 
agony  of  the  heart,  and  he  had  only 
time  to  catch  Catherine's  falling  form 
in  his  arms. 

Assistance  was  loudly  called  for,  and 
immediately  procured:  the  attendants 
bore  away  the  unhappy  girl  to  her 
chamber;  and  the  General,  anxious  and 
alarmed,  was  left  alone  with  Courtney* 
to  obtain  such  explanation  as  he  could. 

That  explanation  was  given  with  an 
air  of  infinite  reluctance  ;  but  was,  not- 
withstanding, given  at  an  extent  suffi- 
cient to  stimulate  ordinary  suspicion, 
and  with  a  skill  adapted  to  deceive  or- 
dinary sagacity.  Courtney  distinctly 
attributed  the  conduct  which  had  *'  equal- 
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]y  pained  all  her  relatives"  to  Catherine  s 
prejudice  against  '•  some  members"  of 
her  aunt's  family,  and  to  her  unaccount- 
able partiality  for  a  worthless  individual, 
*'  unfortunately  a  relative,"  who  had, 
from  various  irregularities,  been  com- 
pelled to  enlist  as  a  common  soldier. 
The  General's  face  flamed  at  the  re- 
cital. "  Tis  true,"  added  Courtney, 
"  that  since,  the  mortality  of  the  cam- 
paign, and  the  necessity  of  having  offi- 
cers on  the  spot,  had,'*  he  understood, 
"  been  the  source  of  some  trivial  ad- 
vancement to  this  unhappy  young  man. 
But  the  occasional  accounts  which  reach- 
ed their  family,  for  all  correspondence 
had  been  long  interdicted,  described 
him  as  involved  in  low  excesses  fol- 
lowed by  low  quarrels  in  defence  of 
those  excesses,  the  result  of  which  must 
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be  speedily  the  loss  of  his  commission, 
and  utter  ruin." 

'*  But  Catherine,  my  daughter,  to  think 
of  this  scoundrel!'*  broke  out  the  exas- 
perated father,  "  a  common  soldier,  per- 
haps already  turned  out  by  a  drum-head 
court-martial!"  He  suddenly  stopped, 
and  fixing  his  full,  bold  eye  on  Court- 
ney, who  instinctively  shrunk  from  its 
investigation — ''  Upon  my  honour,  Mr. 
Philip,"  said  he,  ''  I  am  beginning  to 
think  that  you  have  sufficiently  tried  the 
patience  of  an  old  Indian.  This  affair 
is  to  me  altogether  inconceivable.  Ay, 
Sir;"  and  he  strode  through  the  spa- 
cious room  ;  *'  if  you  had  told  me  that 
the  girl  was  fastidious ;  that  she  had 
turned  upon  her  heel  when  some  opu- 
lent booby  paid  her  his  homage  ;  that  she 
had  laughed  at  some  yellow  admiral  or 
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duke  on  the  retired  list ;  nay,  had  set 
the  whol^ peerage  at  defiance,  I  might 
have  believed  it ;  for  my  girl  is  hand- 
some, has  talent  and  taste,  and  would 
be  thrown  away  upon  nine-tenths  of 
them.     She  has  a  touch  of  romance  too 

in  her  composition " 

"  There,  my  dear  General,  you  have 
struck  upon  the  very  point.  Miss  Gre- 
ville  certainly  has  singular  beauty,  ac- 
complishment, and  genius,  the  rarest 
qualities  under  heaven ;  but  she,  it  must 
be  confessed,  is  inclined  to  invest  the 
common  characters  of  life  with  the  hues 
of  her  own  too  vivid  imagination.  All  is 
with  her,  either  couleur  de  rose,  or  utter 
darkness ;  she  always  paints  e?i  beau  or 
€71  laid;  and  I  should  not  be  surprised  if 
she  has  imagined  this  reprobate  subal- 
tern into  a  hero  full  of  every  virtue,  and 
wanting  only  opportunity  to  rescue  all 
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the  way-laid  damsels,  aud  retrieve  all 
the  falling  thrones  of  the  earth." 

''  No  matter,"  said  the  General,  "  I 
leave  you  to  cure  her  of  that  absurdity ; 
this  is  an  unromantic  world.  A  London 
winter,  nay,  a  presentation  at  Court, 
would  put  all  romance  to  flight  with  the 
infinite  majority  of  the  sex.  But  the 
name  of  this  abandoned  fellow?" — ''  I 
regret  to  say  it  is — Vaughan,"  replied 
Courtney.  His  hearer  was  all  sur- 
prise. **  What,  the  son  of  that  lady-like 
woman,  who  is  in  this  house?  her  praise 
of  him  is  boundless.  Catherine  has 
the  highest  opinion  of  her." — "  And  of 
her  son,  too,"  sneered  Courtney.  '*  The 
truth  is,  my  dear  Sir,  this  Mrs.  Vaughan 
is  lady-like  and  graceful,  but  she  is  also 
sagacious  and  worldly.  Miss  Greville 
has  been  attracted  by  her  manners ;  and 
you  may  rely  upon  it,  that  Vaughan's 
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merits  will  not  be  forgotten  as  long  as 
his  mother  can  find  an  auditor.  Her 
game  is  now  doubly  difficult ;  for  this 
scoundrel  son  of  her's,  as  if  to  thwart  all 
her  objects,  has  actually  entangled  him- 
self in  some  sort  of  equivocal  Spanish 
connexion,  for  which  his  life  may  have 
answered  by  this  time  ;  thus  adding  dis- 
honour to  dishonour,  and  insulting  the 
unhappily  placed  partiality  of  your  in- 
comparable daughter.'* 

General  Greville  stood  in  a  fever  of 
disdain,  sorrow,  and  surprise ;  he  was 
silent  through  perturbation;  but  his  look 
was  full  of  inquiry.  Courtney  disclaimed 
all  further  knowledge.  He  regretted 
that  he  had  been  incidentally  led  into 
topics  that  must  be  so  painful  to  all  the 
friends  of  Miss  Greville.  *'  Excuse  me. 
General,"  said  he,  with  a  depressed  look 
and  a  sigh,  **  if  I  speak  with  more  than 
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common  earnestness  on  a  subject  which 
interests  me  so  nearly.  Till  Vaughan 
came  across  my  path,  I  was  not  without 
hope  ;  Miss  Greville  wais  the  first  name 
that  ever  claimed  my  homage.  To 
connect  our  families  was  the  first  dream 
that  ever  charmed  my  fancy.  When 
your  long  and  melancholy  silence  had 
overwhelmed  us  all  with  a  too  natural 
dread,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say  how  I 
laboured  at  a  toilsome  profession,  with 
the  hope  of  one  day  being  able  to  share 
the  result  of  my  exertions  with  her. 
And  then  this  man  stepped  in,  obtained 
a  heart  of  which  he  has  since  shown  he 
did  not  know  the  value,  and  even  the 
promise  of  a  hand  for  which  I  had  not 
yet  presumed  even  to  sue.  And  how 
has  he  requited  her!" — ''  Ay,  so  it  has 
been  from  the  beginning.  Why  will 
men  have  daughters?"  said  the  indig- 
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nant  General.  ''  But  Catherine  has  sense 
and  feeling — I  will  reason  with  her; 
my  word  for  it,  Philip,  you  are  my  son- 
in-law,  after  all." — **  Yet,  where  are 
you  going,  sir,  in  such  haste?"  said 
Courtney,  making  an  effort  to  detain 
him.  *'  To  my  daughter,  to  be  sure  ; 
nothing  like  acting  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment." — "  But,  sir,  if  Vaughan's 
name  should  be  mentioned,  in  the  course 
of  your  conference,  not  a  word  that  you 
have  your  intelligence  on  the  subject 
from  me." — "  Let  me  alone,  lovers  are 
licensed  to  be  jealous,  and  women  are 
flattered  by  thinking  so.  However,  I 
will  keep  the  secret,  I  am  confident  of 
success  ;  good  bye." — **  Bravo,  bravis- 
simo,"  said  Courtney  to  himself,  as 
the  General  closed  the  door. 

He  had  gained  one  material  point;  and, 
flattering  himself  that  he  now  saw  the 
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path  clear  before  him — '*  I  am  a  Machia- 
vel;  but  so  may  any  man  be,  who  has 
such  honest  fools  to  deal  with.  Bravis- 
simo/'  he  exclaimed  aloud.  Ending,  as 
he  strode  exultingly  across  the  room, 
with 

"  She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  wooed, 
*'  She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  won." 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


*•  Nay  never  droop,  nor  let  tliy  lip's  red  rose 
Be  sad  as  violets  withered  in  the  sun  ; 
Life's  but  a  tide,  that  hath  its  ebbs  and  flows. 
And  ere  the  one  be  past,  the  next's  begun. 
Then,  sweetest  lady,  look  no  more  so  pale. 
But  list  a  new  love,  when  the  old  doth  fail. 

Phmeas  IFebb, 


GENERAL  Greville  was  not  accustomed 
to  let  a  matter  rest,  on  which  he  had 
once  set  his  heart.  He  hurried  from 
room  to  room,  fretted  and  fevered^ 
'*  This  wayward  girl  shall  hear  my 
whole  opinion ;  Courtney  shall  be  the 
man;"  and  as  he  pronounced  these 
words,  he  opened  the  door  of  a  small 
apartment,  to  which  Catherine  was  in 
the  habit  of  retiring,  and  in  which  she 
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tlicn  was,  deeply  engaged  in  writing, 
and  only  stopping  at  intervals  to  wipe 
away  her  tears. 

Pained  at  the  sight,  he  stood  irreso- 
lute whether  to  proceed  ;  but  the  con- 
sciousness, that  too  free  an  indulgence  of 
this  idle  sorrow  might  render  its  conse- 
quences serious,  he  approached  her. 
'*  Rouse  yourself,  my  child,  what,  al- 
ways in  tears  ?  Was  it  for  this  that  I 
returned  to  England  ?  It  is  possible  to 
make  me  angry  at  last.  Exert  that 
spirit  which  so  well  becomes  you — and 
strive  to  forget  this  Vaughan.  Nay,  no 
alarm,  Catherine,  your  secret  is  no  lon- 
ger in  your  own  power,  and  ought  it,  my 
dear  girl,  to  have  been  so  long  a  secret 
from  me?'* 

**  I  ought  scarcely,'^  said  Catherine, 
looking  up  mournfully  in  his  face,  *'  to 
be  surprised  at  this  intimation.    Amid 
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such  a  host  of*  eyes,  I  could  hardly  hope 
that  my  regrets  should  escape  notice,  or 
avoid  condemnation.  I  was  never  in- 
tended by  Nature  for  a  hypocrite. 
These  tears  are  my  witness,  that  I  have 
not  the  art  to  conceal  the  sadness  which 
oppresses  and  overwhelms  me." 

''  A  truce  to  this  language.  Are  yon 
not  aware  that  this  is  a  sorrow  which 
the  world  is  apt  to  view  with  contempt, 
instead  of  compassion.  My  daughter 
must  give  no  ground  for  private  malice  or 
public  derision.  You  will  be  laughed  at 
as  a  love-lorn  damsel,  and  your  cousins, 
of  whom,  to  speak  generally,  1  have  no 
favourable  idea,  will  be  the  first  to  tell 
the  tale.  You  must  appear  again  in 
their  evening  parties — join  in  their 
morning  excursions.  A  little  timely 
fortitude,  and  all  will  be  well." 

"  Oh  !  sir,  how  hard  is  the  task  that 
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you  would  impose.  Give  me  but  time. 
I  cannot  appear  in  the  world  with  a 
contented  countenance,  whilst  all  within 
is  desolate.''  And  she  placed  her  hand 
instinctively  upon  her  heart,  the  throb- 
bings  of  vdiich  might  almost  have  been 
heard  in  the  silence. 

*'  I  have  not  come  here  to  teach  you 
artifice,  Catherine  ;  I  ask  you  not  to 
disguise  but  to  subdue  feelings  which 
are  no  longer  justifiable.  Forget  this 
Yaughan.  I  know  that  your  sufferings 
are  keen ;  but  I  know  also,  that  griefs  of 
this  nature  are  not  incurable.  I  have 
seen  many  who  have  wept  like  you,  and 
who  afterwards,  in  the  protection  of  an 
honourable  husband,  have  looked  back 
with  wonder  at  their  own  delusion." 

"  That  time,  my  father^  will  never 
come  to  me." 

"  It  will,  it  must,'*  said  the  General, 
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with  a  vehemence  that  alarmed  the 
trembling  girl.  *'  Must  I  again  warn 
you,  that  it  is  possible  to  awaken  my  re- 
sentment. I  tell  you  that  there  are 
those  at  this  hour  anxious  and  worthy 
to  dry  your  tears.  To  come  nearer 
to  the  point,  there  is  one  who  has  my 
free  consent  to  make  the  trial,  and  my 
hearty  wishes  for  his  success,  and  that 
one  is  Philip  Courtney." 

*'  He!"  said  Catherine,  with  a  look  of 
mingled  scorn  and  fear.  "  And  why 
not?"  cried  the  General,  his  voice  rising 
to  its  former  pitch ;  "  an  honourable,  ex- 
cellent, plain-dealing  young  man.  This 
is  romance  beyond  belief,  folly  incon- 
ceivable ;  I  had  hoped  better  things.  I 
saw  there  was  no  mild  and  gentle  virtue 
which  you  did  not  practise.  I  thought 
there  was  none,  however  bright  and 
heroic,  which  you  could  not  attain.     Is 
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it  not  enough  to  drive  one  mad  to  see 
you  waste  your  life  in  pining  after  a 

thoughtless,  selfish,   unprincipled ; 

it  is  true,  I  speak  only  from  report, 
— but  report  speaks  strongly  against 
him." 

**  And  I  speak  from  experience, — long 
experience.  I  have  shown  that  I  hold 
him  not  free  from  error," 

"  Can  it  be  possible  that  you  still  feel 
any  attachment  to  this  fellow?" 

*'  His  unkindness  fades  from  my  mind. 
I  can  remember  only  that  he  was  gene- 
rous, noble,  and  kind."  "■  I  have  done," 
said  the  General,  receding;  ''  I  give  up 
my  task  in  despair ;  but  recollect,  girl, 
that  this  heart,  old  and  insensible  as  you 
may  deem  it,  may  yet  be  broken  by 
ingratitude.*' 

**  Dearest  father?  hear  me, — spare 
me.      You  are  now  all  to  me ;  hear  but 
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the  natural  and  last  excuse  I  have  to 
offer.  You  shall  hear  Vaughan's  name 
from  me  no  more  ;  but  recollect  under 
what  circumstances  we  met,  and  how  we 
parted.  We  were  both  children  of  mis- 
fortune, and  myself  an  orphan  even  in 
prospect.  I  was  alone  in  the  world,  or 
surrounded  only  by  unkind  relations- 
The  first  voice  of  kindness  that  had  ever 
met  my  ear  was  from  Francis  Vaughan; 
My  sole  hope  was  in  him.  We  met  in 
a  melancholy  time ;  and,  outcasts  of 
fortune  as  we  both  were,  something  like- 
a  providence  seemed  to  sanction  the 
bond  of  two  most  unhappy  and  bitterly* 
tried  beings." 

She  wept  in  silence.  Then  clasping^ 
her  father's  hand :  ''  I  never  saw  my 
mother.  I  knew  not  then  a  father's 
tenderness  ;  and  is  it  to  be  wondered  at, 
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that  my  thoughts,  my  esteem,  should 
have  been  given  to  my  only  friend?" 

''  You  shall  have  time ;  and  I  do  not 
despair  of  yet  seeing  you  transformed 
into  that  happy  being  I  had  hoped  to 
have  found  you." 

With  these  words  he  quitted  her;  and 
Catherine,  once  more  left  to  solitude, 
(and  to  the  wretched  even  the  freedom 
of  solitude  is  an  enjoyment,)  resumed 
her  occupation.  It  was  to  Vaughan  that 
she  was  writing.  "  It  is  done,"  she  ex- 
claimed as  she  folded  the  letter;  "on 
his  reply  hangs  my  destiny."  Once  or 
twice  she  stopped  to  consider,  whether 
she  should  not  submit  it  for  perusal  to 
some  one,  on  whose  advice  she  could  rely ; 
hut  to  whom  could  she  apply?  "  My 
father,"  she  argued,  ''is  unacquainted 
with  him,  and  is  besides  strongly  preju- 
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diced.  He  would  dictate  a  harsher  style 
than  I  can  bring  myself  to  adopt.  Mrs. 
Vaughan,  indeed,  knows,  or  imagines 
she  knows  him  perfectly ;  but  she  may 
be  blinded  by  her  partiality, — she  would 
deem  circumstances  trivial,  which  so  fear- 
fully startle  me.  None  are  so  capable 
of  judging  rightly  in  so  delicate  a  situa- 
tion as  those  who  are  placed  in  it."  She 
would  not  perceive  that  she  was  the  last 
person  in  the  world  who  could  take  a 
clear  view  of  the  question. 

She  had  written  accordingly  to 
Vaughan,  merely  announcing  her  fa- 
ther's arrival  as  an  unexpected  and 
welcome  event.  Her  pride  would  not 
permit  her  once  to  allude  to  the  hopes 
with  which  they  had  parted, — hopes 
which  were  all  to  have  been  crowned  by 
this  event,  and  which  then,  touched  with 
the  colours  of  her  brilliant  and  noble 
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mind,  presented  a  prospect  of  felicity  al- 
most too  bright  to  be  indulged.  "  No," 
she  reasoned;  ''  to  renew  promises  made 
before  suspicion  came  would  be  to  soli- 
cit a  similar  reply.  True  or  false,  he 
cannot  be  ignorant  of  the  reports  respect- 
ing him.  If  he  detect  unusual  coldness 
in  my  style,  he  will  attribute  it  to  na- 
tural and  just  displeasure  ;  if  innocent, 
he  will  hasten  to  refute  the  calumny  of 
which  he  is  the  victim ;  my  father's  for- 
tune and  benevolence  of  heart  have  now 
removed  every  other  obstacle  to  our 
union, — for  his  consent  he  will  not  fear  to 
sue,  and  to  me  he  will  address  the  lan- 
guage of  an  unchanged  affection  and  an 
honourable  heart.^'  Satisfied  with  the 
wisdom  of  her  resolve,  and  secure  that  it 
would  be  the  means  of  bringing  her  fate 
to  a  crisis,  Catherine  became  gradually 
more  composed ;  and  when  Mrs.  Vaughan 
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entered,  just  as  she  had  sealed  the  fatal 
letter,  no  traces  of  her  former  agitation 
were  visible. 

'*  Well,  my  love,'^  said  her  friend, 
**  you  have  had,  I  perceive,  a  long  con- 
ference with  your  father,  and  I  will  ven- 
ture to  hope,  from  all  that  I  have  seen, 
of  him,  that  the  issue  has  been  favour- 
able." 

"  He  is  the  kindest  of  human  beings," 
replied  Catherine. 

"  Shall  I  then  Avrite  to  Francis  on  the 
subject  immediately,  as  you  once  wished 
me  to  do,"  said  Mrs.  Vaughan,  doubt- 
fully,— for  she  was  not  quite  satisfied 
with  the  grave  tone  in  which  the  reply 
was  uttered. 

"  I  have  myself  written,"  said  Cathe- 
rine, putting  at  the  same  time  the  letter 
into  her  hands.  Mrs.  Vaughan  took  it 
eagerly,  but  instantly  laid  it  down  in 
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evident  disappointment.  It  was  sealed ; 
the  address  alone  was  intended  to  meet 
her  eye ;  and  this  palpable  want  of  con- 
fidence, on  a  subject  so  near  her  heart, 
deeply  disconcerted  her.  '*  You  tell  me 
good  news,  Catherine,"  she  said,  *'  but 
not  with  the  voice  of  one  who  has  happy 
tidings  to  communicate." 

"  The  answer  to  this  letter  will  either 
confirm  my  suspicions,  or  set  them  at 
rest  forever.  Till  it  is  received,  I  dare 
not  permit  myself  to  hope." 

*'  I  scarcely  dare  advise,"  said  her 
friend,  gravely,  '*  ignorant  as  I  am  of  the 
plan  which  you  have  adopted ;  but  let  me 
entreat  you  to  consider,  before  you  make 
a  final  decision;  let  not  this  letter  be 
rashly  despatched.  Beware  how  you 
suffer  suspicion  to  creep  into  your  style; 
this  would  be  the  first  step  towards  sor- 
row and   unavailing  bitterness.      The 
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happiness  of  your  whole  life  may  pos- 
sibly be  ventured  on  a  single  throw  of 
the  die." — Catherine  sighed,  and  an- 
swered nothing. 

Mrs.  Vaughan  would  herself  have 
adopted  the  natural  expedient  of  writing 
to  Francis  ;  but  in  a  second  visit  of  Mor- 
daunt's,  he  had  made  an  earnest  request 
of  her,  not  to  speak  to  her  son  of  the 
report  which  had  reached  her  ears.  ''  I 
Cannot  bear,"  argued  the  penitent  Mor- 
daunt,  "  that  my  folly  should  be  set 
down  as  a  decided  breach  of  confi- 
dence." She  had  promised,  and  her 
lips  were  closed. 


256  HUSBAND   HUNTING. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


I  cry  content  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart, 
And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 
And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions. 

Shalcspeare. 


Philip  Courtney,  flattering  himself  that 
he  now  left  matters  in  train  for  the  rapid 
accomplishment  of  his  most  favourite 
scheme,  began  to  reflect  that  it  would 
not  be  unwise  to  take  advantage  of  the 
interval  to  attend  to  his  interests  at 
Halston  Hall.  He  left  Catherine  to 
grow  pale  and  passionate  over  the  me- 
mory of  her  insulted  love,  and  tasked  his 
invention,  as  he  pursued  his  journey, 
to  crush  his  rival  in  his  last  resource. 
Truth  and  falsehood,  cleverly   com- 
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bined,  form  the  most  effective  mixture  of 
delusion ;  and  Courtney  had  the  expert- 
ness  of  practice  and  the  zeal  of  inte- 
rest. 

**Glad  to  see  you,  Sir,'*  said  old  Sarah, 
with  her  usual  form  of  salutation,  when 
Courtney  reached  his  uncle's  door;  and, 
to  do  her  justice,  she  spoke  with  all  sin- 
cerity,— for  she  loved  visitors,  and  she 
loved  money,  and  Courtney  knew  the 
full  policy  of  purchasing  golden  opi- 
nions. 

To  his  inquiries  after  her  master's 
health,  an  ominous  shake  of  the  head 
was  the  first  reply.  *-  Breaking  fast,  Sir," 
she  exclaimed,  *'  far  gone  indeed,  as  you 
will  think  when  you  see  him ;  he  scarcely 
ever  quits  his  chamber;  he  talks  often 
of  young  Mr.  Vaughan,  and  seems  to 
miss  him ;  but  he  has  seen  his  last  of 
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him  in  this  wicked  world."     And  Sarah 
tried  to  weep. 

**  Now  then,  or  never,"  thought  Phi- 
lip, as  he  ascended  the  stairs;  "  a  des- 
perate push  may  redeem  all." 

The  chamber  door  opened,  and  his 
uncle's  wan  and  wasted  countenance 
met  his  almost  shrinking  gaze.  The  old 
man  was  seated  in  his  arm-chair,  sup- 
ported by  pillows.  He  made  no  attempt 
to  rise,  but  motioned  with  his  shrivelled 
hand  for  Philip  to  be  seated.  The  sight 
of  mortality  arrived  at  the  last  stage  of 
existence,  joyless,  helpless,  and  decre- 
pid,  struck  chilly  even  upon  Courtney's 
elastic  and  worldly  mind.  His  purposes, 
stern  and  selfish,  were  hushed,  and  his 
guardian  angel  might  then  have  taught 
him  the  folly,  the  madness,  of  plunging 
into  deceit  and  guilt  to  secure  the  inhe- 
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ritance  of  that  paltry  wealth  which  had 
so  little  power  of  securing  the  man  be- 
fore him  from  helplessness  and  the 
grave.  "  Now  get  you  to  my  lady's 
chamber,  and  tell  her  let  her  paint  an 
inch  thick,  to  this  favour  she  must 
come."  But  a  voice  from  the  grave  would 
scarcely  have  impeded  his  haughty  heart 
in  the  pursuit  of  his  avarice  and  ambi- 
tion. 

"  I  had  heard  that  you  were  ill  and 
alone,  Sir,"  said  he,  in  a  voice  of  condo- 
lence, '*  and  hastened  to  see  if  my  pre- 
sence could  be  of  any  service  to  you."  '*  I 
am  always  ill  and  alone,"  said  Vaughan 
bitterly ;  "  the  old  man  is  no  longer  fit 
society  for  the  young.  He  must  not 
expect  them  to  give  up  a  particle  of  the 
world's  enjoyments  to  cheer  his  last 
hours.  My  lamp  of  life  is  fast  expiring, 
boy ;  and  neither  neglect  nor  attention 
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can  now  much  hasten  or  retard  its 
decay." 

Courtney  was  startled ;  but  he  had 
too  much  confidence  in  his  own  art  to 
despair.  *'  Heavens,  my  dear  uncle !" 
he  exclaimed,  *'  I  hope  and  trust  you 
have  many  long  and  happy  years  before 
you. — The  weather  is  unfavourable, 
and  felt  by  persons  of  every  age." 

The  love  of  life  still  clung  to  the  old 
man.  *^  I  may  have  been  out  of  spirits. 
Sir ;  but  I  still  live,  and  take  some  in- 
terest in  what  is  passing  round  me. 
Have  you  any  news  ?" — ''  I  am  so  con- 
vinced of  it,  Sir,"  answered  Philip, 
*^that  I  came  here  expressly  to  consult 
you  on  one  of  the  most  important  ac- 
tions of  any  man's  life.  And  were 
young  men  oftener  to  suffer  their  con- 
duct to  be  regulated  by  the  advice  and 
experience  of  their  seniors,  they  would 
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escape  half  the  errors  and  imprudences 
of  their  being." 

*'  Justly  said,  Sir :  but  to  the  point, 
to  the  point." 

"  The  question  on  which  I  wish  to 
consult  you  was  simply  this.  As  I 
have  now  a  tolerable  prospect  of  ad- 
vancement in  my  profession,  and  am  be- 
sides eight-and-twenty "     "   Eight- 

and- twenty  !  Impossible  !"  interrupted 
Vaughan,  in  surprise  ;  **  it  seems  but  as 
yesterday  when  your  mother  sent  me 
notice  in  all  due  form  of  having,  given 
an  heir  to  the  house  of  Courtney.  Ay, 
those  were  the  words  ;  and  I  remember 
how  my  brother,  that  unfortunate  Ed- 
ward, and  myself  (for  we  were  fast 
friends  in  those  days)  laughed  at  the 
expression.  Ay,  that  was  your  mother's 
style,  boy ;  proud  as  Lucifer.     Her  first 
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born  must  be  an  heir,  though  the  estate 
was  in  the  moon." 

**  I  was  thinking,  as  I  am  at  least  ar- 
rived at  years  of  discretion,  it  must  be 
as  well  for  me  to  marry.'* 

*'  Marry  !  Why,  I  was  fifty  years  old 
before  I  even  thought  of  any  thing  of 
the  kind,"  returned  Vaughan,  who  al- 
ways measured  his  standard  of  right 
and  wrong  by  his  own  life  ;  **  but  I  had 
common  sense ;  and  here  I  am  a  bache- 
lor still.  But  have  you  the  means  ;  are 
you  rich,  frugal,  and  patient;  able  to 
stand  the  waste  of  a  woman's  extrava- 
gance, and  the  fire  of  a  wife's  tongue  ?" 
''  I  hope.  Sir,"  answered  Philip, 
**  though  I  cannot  boast  of  affluence, 
my  past  and  future  exertions  will  at 
least  preserve  me  from  debts  and  diffi- 
culties.   We  shall  begin  frugally.    Hav- 
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ing  but  little  to  spend,  we  shall  early 
learn  economy ;  and  diligence,  and  eco- 
nomy united ." 

•'  Very  true  ;  an  excellent  maxim  for 
a  young  man  to  begin  the  world  with ; 
a  young  man  of  small  fortune,  and  with- 
out expectations." 

Courtney  was  not  exactly  pleased 
with  the  conclusion  of  this  speech  ;  but 
the  critical  situation  in  which  he  saw 
himself  placed,  acted  rather  as  a  stimu- 
lus than  a  check  to  his  eloquence. 

"  I  am  glad,  my  dear  uncle,"  he  pur- 
sued, with  an  unaltered  tone,  "  to  have 
met  your  approbation  so  far  ;  but  one 
scruple  yet  remains.  I  am  doubtful — the 
young  lady  having  been  previously  en- 
gaged to  my  cousin  Vaughan  ;  how  far 
(should  I  succeed,  of  which  I  am  not 
altogether  certain)  I  may  rely  upon  her 
sincerity." 
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**  Previously  engaged  to  Francis 
Vaughan!"  said  the  old  man,  knitting 
his  wrinkled  brows,  "  what  could  in- 
volve him  in  any  engagement  of  the 
kind? — apennyless  orphan  !" 

''  Perhaps  I  might  have  made  use  of 
a  wrong  term,  it  might  have  been  merely 
a  conditional  promise  in  case " 

*'  In  case  of  the  old  man's  death,  and 
the  event  of  his  making  a  will  in  the 
fellow's  favour.  This  it  is  to  be  sur- 
rounded by  dependent  relatives." 

**  No,  let  me  acquit  my  cousin  of  all 
mercenary  views.  Let  the  promise  be 
of  what  nature  it  might,  it  does  not 
seem  to  have  troubled  his  recollection 
long.  I  understand  he  has  been  since 
paying  his  devoirs  in  another  quarter, 
qand  even  involved  in  a  squabble  on  the 
lady's  account." 

''  In  love  and  out  of  love,  and  a  rioter; 
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SO  much  for  the  rising  generation  of 
premature  vices.  Yet  are  you  sure  of 
what  you  say?" 

"  Totally  sure,  my  dear  uncle  ;  but 
you  are  almost  too  severe.  You  should 
make  allowance  for  the  natural  heed- 
lessness of  soldiers.  Yet  should  he  have 
escaped  w^ith  life,  his  utter  ruin  may  be 
the  consequence.  The  articles  of  war 
are  strong,  are  severe,  and  in  the  event 
his  commission  may  not  be  worth  a 
straw.'* 

These  words,  said  with  a  common- 
place air,  sank  deep  and  venomous; 
fixing  his  glassy  eyes  upon  Courtney*s 
countenance,  with  an  expression  of  in- 
tense vexation,  the  old  man  pronounced, 
"  Not  worth  a  straw !  my  bounty  twice 
thrown  away !— I  was  born  to  be  the 
dupe  of  fools  and  knaves.  Yes,  twice,'* 
repeated  Vaughan,  raising  his  voice  as 
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high  as  his  feeble  powers  would  pexmit, 
his  impaired  memory,  roused  by  the 
anger  of  the  moment,  seeming  to  re- 
turn with  a  flash  before  the  period  of 
its  final  extinction.  "  Have  you  never 
heard  the  story?  his  suffering  himself  to 
he  swindled  out  of  his  money;  my  mo- 
ney, Sir,  by  a  spendthrift  companion,  a 
needy  vagabond,  who,  I  am  convinced, 
never  meant  to  repay  him.  Yet  I  for- 
gave him  that  offence  ;  I  overlooked  the 
indecision  of  youth.  His  penitence,  his 
subsequent  good  conduct ;  his  candour, 
I  will  not  deny  him  candour;  no,  he 
had  generosity  enough  to  reveal  the 
whole  ;  all  had  their  effect ;  and  I  made 
up  the  loss.  But  I  thought  him  prin- 
cipled— " 

''  And  I,  too,*'  said  the  unprincipled 
Courtney,  led  by  progressive  steps  to 
i^irect  falsehood,  **  I  gave  him  credit  fox 
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honour ;  yet  I,  his  declared,  his  boso?m 
friend,  never  heard  a  word  of  this  be- 
fore. I  knew  him  indeed  to  be  involved 
in  difficulties  at  the  time ;  overwhelmed 
with  debts  which  he  had  no  hope  of 
jyaying.  It  is  totally  impossible  that  he 
would,  for  the  sake  of  sermng  a  friend^ 
part  with  that  which  presented  the  only 
means  of  keeping  himself  out  of  a  jail. 
In  fact,  my  dearest  uncle,  I  cannot  bring 
myself  to  believe  the  money  to  have 
been  ever  thus  bestowed." 

The  old  man  shuddered :  his  whole 
frame  appeared  convulsed ;  he  sank 
back  in  his  chair ;  his  face  assumed  a 
mortal  paleness  ;  the  feeble  spark  of  life 
quivered  in  the  socket ;  it  was  evident 
that  this  rude  discovery  had  gone  nigh  to 
extinguish  it  altogether.  He  exclaimed, 
in  a  voice  of  anguish,  "  Is  this  the  end 
of  all  my  hopes  ?   You  have  robbed  my 
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closing  hour  of  its  last  solace.  Heaven 
knows  how  few  indeed  have  been  the 
hours  of  enjoyment  which  that  wealth 
has  procured  for  me,  which  it  took  me 
a  life  to  bring  together;  but  I  had 
thought  that  I  had  found  no  unworthy- 
use  for  it,  when  I  made  Francis  Vaughan 
my  heir." 

"  Your  heir.  Sir?  good  heavens!  your 
heir!"  said  Courtney,  springing  from 
his  seat,  thunderstruck  at  the  intelli- 
gence. 

"Yes,  Sir,  my  heir!*'  answered  the 
old  man,  firmly.  *'  What  have  you  to 
say  against  it !  Think  well  before  you 
reply."  He  sent  a  fiery  glance  at  the  in- 
cautious liar.  *•  I  am  dying,  Sir — I  am 
dying !  Can  you  lay  your  hand  upon 
your  heart,  and  pronounce  your  accusa- 
tion true  r 

Courtney  was   staggered  by  the  so- 
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lemn  appeal.  His  courage  failed  him 
for  an  instant ;  but  lie,  dexterously,  re- 
covering his  presence  of  mind,  evaded 
an  immediate  answer,  by  hastening  to 
the  support  of  his  uncle,  and  affecting 
strong  commisseration  for  his  obvious 
feebleness.  "  You  are  ill,  Sir;  very  ill; 
I  was  wrong  to  shock  you  by  such  a  de- 
tail ;  I  did  not  know  the  extent  of  your 
sensibility  ;  in  your  chamber  you  will 
be  more  at  ease ;"  and  ringing  the  bell 
violently,  he  consigned  his  uncle  to  the 
care  of  Peter. 

He  sat  long  absorbed  in  tumultuous 
and  bitter  reflections,  when  the  sight  of 
his  servant  Benson,  passing  the  window, 
roused  him  from  his  reverie. 

Though  Benson  performed  the  offices 
of  a  domestic,  he  was  regarded  by 
Courtney,  privately,  more  in  the  light  of 
a  humble  friend  than  of  a  menial.     He 
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was  a  man  whom  a  long  course  of  fally^ 
and  vice  had  reduced,  but  not  wholly 
without  education,  and  possessing  an 
acuteness  which  Courtney  had  found 
extremely  serviceable  on  occasion.  H^ 
had  once,  at  an  earlier  period  of  his  life, 
in  a  fit  of  rare  generosity,  rescued  this 
man  from  the  grasp  of  a  creditor;  since 
which  period  there  had  been  a  sort  of  tie 
between  them — that  species  of  connexion 
which  links  one  subtle  and  sordid  spirit 
to  another,  at  least  till  interest  sug-- 
gests  any  very  decided  advantage  to  be 
gained  by  its  dissolution.  Courtney, 
degraded  by  deviations  from  the  straight 
path  of  integrity,  had  found  it  essential 
to  employ  some  humble  abettor,  some 
one  to  appear  in  transactions,  in  which 
he  dared  not  figure  in  his  own  person, 
some  one  ready  to  run  the  risk  and  en- 
dure the  obloquy. 
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Benson  had  been  this  convenient  tool 
to  Courtney.  He  was  a  fellow  who,  for 
his  hire,  would  intercept  a  letter,  or 
write  such  a  letter  as  should  be  dictated 
to  him ;  without  being  scrupulous  as  to 
the  purpose.  He  had  been  long  pro- 
mised a  rich  fee,  should  he  succeed  in 
favouring  either  of  his  masters  present 
schemes,  Courtney  beckoned  him  into 
the  room,  and  in  a  few  agitated  words, 
explained  the  cause,  '*  My  uncle  is 
dying — he  has  made  a  will  totally  in 
Yaughan's  favour,  I  am  undone  for 
ever — "  and  at  the  thought,  he  clasped 
his  hands  together  in  rage  and  despair. 

Benson  stood  looking  calmly  at  him, 
and  without  uttering  a  syllable.  "  I  tell 
you,"  repeated  Courtney,  seizing  him 
by  the  arm,  '*  the  will  is  made,  he  is 
dying/* — **  Well,"  returned  Benson, 
with  a  subtle  smile,  **  but  is  he  yet  dead  ? 
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Is  not  the  heir  abroad?  Can  he  defend 
himself?  And  are  you  not  at  hand  io 
ruin  him,  if  you  like  ?"  '•  All  has  been 
already  tried,"  returned  Courtney.  "  No 
plausible  story,  Sir,"  said  Benson.  *'  Ay, 
that  was  tried  too,  and  it  failed,  miser- 
ably failed.  The  old  man*s  appeal  as 
to  its  truth  was  so  strong,  that  I  do  not 
know  what  came  over  me,  but  I  could 
not  go  through  it." 

Benson's  smile  assumed  a  yet  darker 
meaning.  It  was  that  smile,  mingled  of 
derision  and  affected  incredulity,  which 
perhaps  of  all  others  throws  its  object 
into  the  most  perfect  self-contempt. 
**  And  to-morrow.  Sir,  when  your 
uncle  is  lying  a  corpse  before  you, 
and  his  estate  will  have  passed  into 
another's  hands,  where  will  your  pro- 
spects be  ?  Or  have  you  courage  to  un- 
mask the  whole  scheme,  and  declare  the 
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whole  a  calumny ;  no  doubt,  that 
would  be  an  act  of  more  than  com- 
mon virtue." — "  Of  more  than  I  possess,'* 
cried  Courtney.  ''  It  cannot  be.  There 
is  no  alternative,  no  resource,  but  in 
acts  of  more  than  common — no,  not  trea- 
chery, it  is  self-defence,  not  treachery," 
shuddering  as  he  pronounced  the  word. 
"  I  think  I  have  that  fierce  old  man  be- 
fore me  still ;  but  he  is  dying,  and  there 
is  no  time  to  be  lost."  Benson  laughed 
almost  aloud.  Courtney  started,  but  the 
menial  composed  his  features  at  the  in- 
stant; and  Courtney  walked  slowly  and 
haughtily  to  the  door,  muttering,  "Ruin 
is  before  me. — I  must  plunge  deeper 
still;"  and  with  a  wild  look  at  his  ac- 
complice, he  burst  up  stairs,  and  en- 
tered his  uncle's  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


Oh,  who  could  see  that  lady's  starry  eye  ; 
And  see  of  her  sweet  lip  the  deathly  dye  ; 
And  see  the  raven  richness  of  her  hair 
Tost  on  her  brow  of  beautiful  despair  : 
And  see  her  roseless  cheek  upon  the  ground  ; 
And  her  heart  bleed — yet  turn,  nor  staunch  the  wound  ? 

Phinem  WeM^ 


The  day  on  which  Mordaunt  left 
Vaughan,  spite  of  its  gloom  and 
anxiety,  glided  rapidly  away.  It  is  said, 
'*  Sad  hours  seem  long.'*  But  his  worldly 
occupations,  and  how  much  must  neces- 
sarily crowd  into  one  day,  when  it  is 
deemed  the  last,  appeared  interminable; 
and  when  the  shades  of  evening  closed 
upon  his  labours,  he  felt,  with  a  heavy 
heart,  how  short  had  been  the  space  al- 
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lotted  to  him  to  prepare  for  the  chances 
of  the  morrow. 

The  revelry  of  his  companions  in  aa 
c^djoining  apartment  struck  a  chill  and 
joyless  feeling  to  his  heart.     He  could 
even  distinguish  the  voices  of  some  who 
had  professed  the  strongest  interest  in 
his  friendship.    '*  And  'tis  this  heartless 
crew,  these  beings  whose  opinions  on 
all  other  points  I  scorn,  and  whose  con- 
duct I  despise,  that  compel  me  to  this 
wretched  extremity."       He   heard   his 
name  followed  by  a  bumper  and  a  burst 
of  laughter.    *'  Ay,"  said  he,  *'  they  will 
tread  on  my  grave  to-morrow,  or  step 
into  my  place,  without  one  pang  of  me- 
mory."   He  rushed  indignantly  from  his 
chamber. 

He  reached  the  fields,  and  flung  him- 
self at  the  foot  of  a  huge  oak,  whose 
dark  and  massive  shelter  would  have 
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invited  a  heart  at  ease  to  no  unwelcohie 
repose.  **  Farewell,  the  hopes  of  my 
boyhood ! — farewell,  the  dreams  of  am- 
bition ! — farewell,  friendship  and  love, 
— farewell — "  and  his  heart  sank  as  he 
pronounced  the  name—"  my  Cathe- 
rine!" 

There  was  an  oppressive  stillness  in 
the  air;  not  a  breath  agitated  the  thick 
foliage  around,  but  once  or  twice  a  faint 
rustling  appeared  to  indicate  the  ap- 
proach of  footsteps,  and  once  or  twice 
he  had  looked  up,  prepared  to  chide  and 
repel  the  intruders.  But  the  sound 
passed  away;  again  he  leaned  his  fe- 
verish cheek  on  his  hand,  and  mused. 
*'  It  was  on  a  night  like  this,  ay,  and  at 
this  hour,  that  I  saved  the  life  of  Velas- 
quez from  the  dagger,  and  for  what?  to 
see  him  pursue  mine  with  blind  and  sa- 
vage hate.     I  could  almost  fancy  myself 
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surrounded  by  those  spectacles  of  horror 
which  then  lay  before  me." 

At  that  moment  a  figure  gliding 
slowly,  and  with  an  almost  soundless 
motion,  towards  the  spot  where  he  was 
lying,  completed  the  illusion.  It  seemed 
to  his  half-slumbering  mind,  as  if  sleep 
had  utterly  overtaken  him,  and  a  vision 
of  the  past  had  stolen  upon  his  senses. 

He  placed  his  hand  before  his  eyes 
in  strange  and  mingled  awe  ;  the  next 
instant  he  felt  his  arm  grasped,  as  by 
one  in  agitation,  and  a  voice,  sweet  yet 
faltering  and  hollow,  called  on  his  name. 
"  Awake,  arouse,  Senor  Vaughan — look 
up  and  hear  me."  He  started  to  his  feet. 
The  figure  knelt  before  him.  *'  I  will 
never  rise  from  this  posture  of  supplica- 
tion. I  will  never  quit  this  spot,  till  you 
have  sworn  to  me  on  your  bended  knee, 
by  a  soldier's  honour,  that  you  will 
grant  the  request  which  I  came  hither 
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to  make.  I  have  watched  through  the 
whale  of  this  wretched  day  for  the  oppor- 
tunity which  is  now  arrived.  Let  it  not 
have  been  in  vain."  The  figure  raised 
her  veil,  and  Vaughan,  to  his  astonish- 
ment, saw  the  lovely  wife  of  Velasquez. 

He  was  deeply  pained,  and  vainly  en- 
deavoured to  raise  her  from  the  ground. 
'-  Sweet  lady,  spare  me  the  pain  of 
refusing  the  only  petition  of  your's  that 
I  could  bring  myself  to  deny." 

"  I  will  not,  I  cannot  rise ;  I  am  wild 
with  apprehension  ;  but  I  have  no  time 
to  waste  in  dwelling  on  my  fears.  In  a 
word,  will  you  forego  your  purpose  of 
to-morrow  ?  My  happiness  or  misery  de- 
pends upon  the  decision  of  this  hour: 
have  you  the  heart  to  send  me  to  the 
grave?" 

**  Lady,"  said  Vaughan,  looking  anxi- 
ously around,  and  moved  even  to  weak- 
ness, '*  spare  me,  spare  yourself.  Should 
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Velasquez  discover  you  here,  and  at  this 
hour,  under  such  circumstances,  I  trem- 
ble for  your  happiness.  I  beseech  you, 
leave  me.** 

"  It  is  in  vain,  Senor,"  said  Leonora, 
faintly,  *'  that  you  attempt  to  intimidate 
me.  If  there  were  a  thousand  wit- 
nesses, I  should  kneel  here.  I  know 
well  my  risk,  but  it  is  to  save  lives  far 
more  valuable  than  my  own ;  lives  for 
which  the  tears  of  my  country  would 
be  shed,  that  I  came,  and  with  such  an 
abject  in  view,  I  scorn  to  tremble.  I 
can  die  before  you,  but  I  cannot  relin- 
quish the  purpose  with  which  I  sought 
you." 

A  gleam  of  feeble  moonlight  fell  on 
her  face,  pale  as  monumental  marble, 
and  Vaughan,  for  the  first  time,  was 
struck  by  some  resemblance  of  Cathe- 
rine. He  involuntarily  touched  her  fore- 
head with  his  burning  lips,  and  without 
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a  word  led  her  into  the  open  air.  He 
pointed  to  the  lamp  of  the  Madonna 
which  showed  the  entrance  into  the  vil- 
lage. But  she  still  would  not  leave  him. 
She  continued  repeating,  in  a  low  and 
bewildered  tone,  "  My  husband  shall 
be  saved." 

"  Dear  Lady — Donna  Leonora,  in 
pity,  do  not  upbraid  me.  I  call  Heaven 
to  witness,  that  I  did  not  seek  this  quar- 
rel— but  I  am  not  the  less  bound  to 
abide  its  consequences." 

*'  Obdurate  man,  stop  one  moment,, 
and  contemplate  the  fate  that  you  have 
prepared  for  yourself  and  me.  To-mor- 
row's sun  shall  doom  you  to  the  long,, 
last  dreadful  sleep — -or  worse,  to  sleep 
no  more.  Yes,  I  repeat  it,  should  my 
husband  fall  by  your  hand,  the  image 
of  him  whom  you  have  murdered  will 
haunt  you — the  wasted  form  of  the  de- 
solate widow  you  have  made  will  pass 
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before  your  eyes,  the  cries  of  her  be- 
reaved heart  will  break  upon  your  ear, 
in  the  stillness  of  the  night.  No !  never 
shall  you  sleep  the  sleep  of  peace 
again!"  Vaughan  at  once  sighed  and 
smiled. 

*'  Think  then  of  earthly  agonies,  of 
the  tears  of  your  mother,  Senor ;  or  if 
there  be  a  name  yet  dearer  to  your 
memory,  of  her's  whose  image  will 
cling  the  latest  round  your  heart;  and 
shall  they  not  prevail,  though  mine  you 
scorn  V  And  she  burst  into  loud  and 
bitter  weeping. 

"  Bathe  with  those  tears  the  cheek  of 
the  proud  Velasquez,  Donna  Leonora,"^ 
answered  Vaughan, — "  try  the  same  ar- 
guments v^ith  him  that  you  have  used 
with  me — and  if  they  succeed  in  subdu- 
ing his  haughty  spirit,  I  too  will  own 
myself  vanquished."  "  The  proposal  is 
mockery,"  cried  the  wretched  Leonora, 
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clasping  her  hands  in  tlie  agony  of  d^* 
spair;  **  hope  is  at  an  end  for  ever; 
you  know  that  I  dare  not.  Velasquez 
h  impenetrable.  I  have  wept,  I  have 
prayed  all  this  day  before  him,  I  have 
kissed  the  ground  at  his  feet;  and  he 
spurned  me  from  him — I  am  undone." 

The  lofty  tone  which  had  astonished 
the  listening  Vaughan,  by  the  heroine 
heart  which  it  seemed  to  indicate,  had 
melted  with  these  words  into  one  of 
sweet  but  overwhelming  sadness.  The 
temporary  excitement  which  had  lifted 
her  above  her  nature,  gave  way  to  the 
gentle  feelings  which  it  had  restrained, 
but  not  subdued.  She  flung  herself  in 
anguish  upon  the  dewy  shrubs  at  her 
feet,  and  throwing  one  arm  as  if  for  sup- 
port, round  the  trunk  of  a  leafless  laurel 
beside  which  she  had  sunk,  she  pointed 
with  the  other  to  the  sky,  then  flashing 
with  ten  thousand  stars. 


HDSBAND   HUNTING,  283 

*'  My  sole  hope,"  she  exclaimed, 
turning  to  Vaughan,  ''was  in  you, — I  re- 
lied upon  your  promise  to  him  who  is 
now  a  saint  in  Heaven;"  and  she  con- 
tinued pointing,  as  if  she  invoked  her 
brother's  spirit,  to  bear  witness  to  its 
fiilfilment.  "  Did  you  not  promise  to 
protect  me  in  danger — to  console  me 
in  distress — and  is  it  for  you  to  plunge 
me  into  grief  which  refuses  all  consola- 
tion? 

She  kissed  the  cross  on  her  bosom ; 
and  then  added,  with  the  same  solem- 
nity of  tone  and  manner,  **  When  last 
we  met  at  this  lonely  hour,  by  the  light 
of  those  stars,  you  felt  for  my  anguish  ; 
you  led  me  to  the  spot  where  my 
wounded  hero  lay.  Velasquez  and  I. are 
now  united  by  holier  bonds ;  and  you 
would  deny  the  life  of  the  husband  to 
the  prayer  of  the  wretched  wife.'* 

"  Lady,"  said  Vaughan,  deeply   af- 
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fected,  "  thus  far  will  I  permit  myself 
to  calm  your  fears.  Your  husband's  life 
on  that  eventful  night  was  in  far  greater 
danger,  than  it  shall  ever  be  from  me. 
On  that  night  of  which  you  speak,  the 
robber's  weapon  was  at  his  heart.  And 
by  all  the  honourable  sentiments  that  can 
influence  me,  I  feel  at  this  hour  as  much 
anxiety  to  preserve  his  life,  as  I  did  then 
to  defend  it.'* 

He  stopped  suddenly ;  the  generous 
reluctance  to  speak  of  his  own  services 
checked  the  explanation  already  on  his 
lips.  Leonora's  eye  gleamed  like  a  flash 
of  lightning,  she  sprang  from  the  ground. 
**  By  whom,  by  what,"  cried  she,  in 
breathless  eagerness,  *'  was  he  saved?" 
**  By  an  ever  watchful  and  merciful  Pro- 
vidence," said  Vaughan,  recovering  him- 
self on  the  instant.  A  sudden  delight 
appeared  to  illuminate  Leonora's  fea- 
tures.     A    hope,  the    cause  of   which 


HUSBAND   HUNTING.  285 

Vaughan  was  at  a  loss  to  conjecture, 
was  in  her  wreathed  and  rosy  smile. 

"  You  will  think  me  a  trifler,  Senor," 
at  length  she  said,  *'  for  what  I  am  now 
about  to  say.  No  matter,  I  am  content 
to  be  thought  so  to-night.  I  have,  Senor, 
a  treasure  which  came  into  my  hands 
by  chance.  A  sudden  recollection  of 
the  time  and  place  in  which  it  was 
found,  have  impressed  me  with  the  idea 
that  you  are  the  true  owner." 

She  drew  at  the  same  time  a  small 
trinket  frcn  her  breast.  "  To  my  thoughts 
memorials  of  this  kind  may  not  be  unjoy- 
ously  regained,  even  in  such  an  hour  as 
this."  As  she  spoke  the  moon-light  shone 
upon  the  ornament  which  she  held  up  in 
her  hand,  and  Vaughan  recogpised  at 
the  first  glance  the  locket  which  he  had 
received  from  Catherine.  It  had  been 
long   the   object  of  his   most   anxious 
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search.  He  caught  it  from  Leonora's 
hand^  and  pressed  it  passionately  to  hrs 
lips.  "  My  companion  till  death — my 
amulet  through  the  troubles  of  existence, 
my  preserver  from  all  future  ill ! — re- 
gained, never  to  be  lost  again." 

**  Adieu,  S^nor,"  said  Leonora,  wav- 
ing her  hand,  and  retreating  with  the 
light  step  of  one  who  had  attained  the 
full  object  for  which  she  sought  the 
interview.  "  Adieu,  we  shall  meet 
again;"  and  leaving  him  to  muse  upon 
the  apparent  inconsistency  of  her  con- 
duct; ere  he  had  time  for  inquiry  or 
gratitude,  he  saw  her  at  a  distance,  that 
showed  her,  in  the  silver  light,  like  a 
floating  vision. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 


Here  are  they,  Sir?  Their  shining-  rapiers  out; 
Wrath  on  their  sallow  lips  ;  their  eyes  arc  fierce, 
Lighted  with  jealous  flame.     See  how  they  stand. 
Like  tig-ers  seeking-  'vantag-e.     Now  they  spring- — 
There  will  be  murder ;  rush  upon  them  straight ; 

Beat  dowii  their  swords 

Phineas  PFehb. 


It  was  a  lovely  morning  when  Vaughan, 
with  a  perturbed  heart,  went  to  the 
place  of  meeting.  As  he  advanced,  he 
could  discern  the  tall  and  stately  figure 
of  Velasquez,  a  striking,  and  indeed  the 
only  living  object  visible  in  that  se- 
cluded spot,  and  he  hurried  forwards. 
The  spot  of  the  rendezvous  was  well 
chosen,  as  affording  security  from  in- 
trusion ;    but  so  lovely,  so  sweet,  so 
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serene  was  the  aspect  of  every  thing 
around,  that  it  seemed  formed  to  lull 
all  the  angry  passions  to  rest.  A  little 
rivulet,  so  clearly  transparent  as  to  re- 
flect in  unbroken  beauty  the  cloudless 
sky,  and  the  brilliant  green  of  the  over- 
hanging trees,  ran  murmuring  at  their 
feet.  Velasquez,  his  arms  folded,  his 
brows  bent,  his  whole  countenance  evi- 
dently the  prey  of  conflicting  but  stifled 
emotions,  stood  with  his  eyes  fixed  va- 
cantly on  the  stream,  and  apparently  un- 
conscious of  his  antagonist's  approach. 

Vaughan  gazed  at  him  awhile  with 
mingled  feelings  of  surprise  and  compas- 
sion ;  but  the  Spaniard  remained  so 
long  in  this  moody  silence,  that  he  at 
length  deemed  it  necessary  to  remind 
him  of  his  presence.  Velasquez  turned 
fiercely  round,  and  looked  at  him  with 
an  expression  so  wild  and  singular,  that 
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Vaughan  felt  at  a  loss  to  interpret   its 
meaning.      **  I   need   not,     Senor   In- 
glese,"  he  said,  *'  be  reminded  of  the 
intention  with  which  I  came  here  ;  I 
know  it  but  too  well !''  and  as  he  spoke, 
he  drew  pistols  from  his  belt.    He  stootf 
for  awhile  with  them  in  his  hand  ;  he 
then  fired  them  successively  in  the  air, 
and  with  an   impassioned   and   frantic 
gesture,  flung  them  both  into  the  stream 
by  hi$  side.     "  I  have  scared  the  fiend 
from  my  heart,'*  he  exclaimed,  "  so  pe- 
rish the  remembrance  of  this  rash  ad- 
venture !   Yes,  Senor,'*  said  he,  in  a  still 
louder  tone,  ^'  I  have  hated  you  with 
mortal  hate— I  thirsted  for  your  blood  I 
— hut  it  may  not  be.     You  saved  my 
life  ;  and  now,  since  all  is  known,  to 
revenge  my  injuries  were  an  act  of  un- 
manliness,  of  unholy  ingratitude,  an  act 
which   shall  never  stain  the    name   of 
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Velasquez.  But  would  to  heaven  that 
my  happier  destiny  had  ordained  that  I 
should  make  this  acknowledgment  to 
any  man  living  but  you!" 

''  Senor  Velasquez,"  said  Vaughan, 
in  a  tone  strikingly  contrasted  with  the 
broken  and  hurried  accents  of  the  impe- 
tuous Spaniard,  "  this  causeless  animo- 
sity, and  the  discovery  of  a  service  that 
I  had  supposed  unseen  by  any  human 
being,  are  alike  mysteries  to  me.  We 
met  with  the  view  of  terminating  our 
unhappy  difference,  by  the  sacrifice  of 
one  of  our  lives.  Let  us  not  part  till  all 
strife  is  ended  between  us,  either  by 
our  weapons,  or,  if  you  so  please,  by 
the  more  welcome  expedient  of  mutual 
explanation." 

*'  It  is  enough,"  said  Velasquez, 
coldly,  ''  that  we  have  ceased  to  be 
enemies,   we   were   never  born   to   be 
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friends.  The  discovery  which  amazes 
you  was  owing  to  no  miracle.  Woman's 
wit  never  fails  her  ;  and  by  means  of  that 
trinket  Avhich  you  lost,  my  wife  ascer- 
tained my  debt  of  gratitude.  What  was 
lier  motive  for  prosecuting  the  inquiry, 
whether  it  was  with  the  view  of  saving 
my  life  or  yours,  I  leave  to  heaven  and 
her  own  conscience  to  determine."  Ve- 
lasquez almost  gnashed  his  teeth  furi- 
ously as  he  spoke,  and  gazed  at  Vaughan 
with  a  flashing  eye. 

Vaughan  returned  his  gaze  wuth  an 
expression  of  deep  sympathy,  but  made 
no  immediate  reply.  A  fine  and  gene- 
rous mind,  deformed  by  ungovernable 
passion,  presented  a  painful  and  humi- 
liating view  of  human  nature.  Vaughan 
unconsciously  stooped,  and  taking  up  a 
pebble  from  the  ground,  threw  it  into  the 
brook.     Half  soliloquizing,  he  drew  the 

o  2 


299  HUSBAND    HUNTING. 

moral  with  a  smile.  **  How  smooth  and 
clear  was  the  surface  of  that  stream; 
what  an  atom  had  been  enough  to  dis- 
turb its  tranquillity — ^how  rapidly  the  cir- 
cle spreads  and  ripples.  Is  it  not,  Don 
Ferdinand,  some  trifle,  immaterial  as  this, 
that  has  been  the  original  disturber  of 
your  peace  ;  and  how  wide,  how  lament- 
ably wide,  is  the  disturbance  that  it  has 
made  between  us." 

Velasquez  appeared  struck  by  the 
comparison.  He  stoodsilent  and  thought- 
ful ;  and  Vaughan  was  encouraged  to 
make  one  effort  more.  **  Don  Ferdinand, 
the  Lady  Leonora  is  worthy  of  all  your 
confidence.  In  the  sentiment  which 
you  have  just  now  thrown  out,  you  do 
that  gentle  lady,  and,  permit  me  to  add, 
myself,  much  injustice.  From  my  heart 
I  feel  for  you;  and  so  much  do  I  esteem 
you  both,  that  if  it  be  necessary  to  se- 
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cure  your  mutual  peace  of  mind,  I  will 
pledge  myself  never  voluntarily  to  cross 
your  path  again. 

The  Spaniard's  stern  countenance 
softened,  and  he  stood  in  the  attitude  of 
deep  attention.  Vaughan  approached 
him,  "  Senor,  I  have  memories  and  at- 
tachments in  my  own  country  that  must 
make  me  insensible  to  all  beauty  here.'* 
Youlove!"  interrupted  the  Spaniard  with 
abrighteningface.  "Most faithfully, most 
fervently!"  was  the  reply;  *' but  I  am 
not  selfish  enough  to  wish  the  w^oman  I 
love  to  share  my  uncertain  fortunes.'* 

*'  This  looks  like  truth — this  must  be 
truth,"  said  Velasquez,  in  deep  emotion, 
*'  of  what  a  weight  have  you  relieved 
my  mind  !  Answer  me  but  one  question. 
How  long  is  it  since  your  first  acquaint- 
ance with  Leonora  ?  Was  it  begun  in 
England?" — **  No,''  was  of  course  the 
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answer.      "  Pardon   me,   one   question 
more:  when  did  you  next  meet  her?*' 
said  the  Spaniard.    ''  On  the  night  after 
the  surprise  of  the  French  ;  I  conducted 
her  to  the  cottage  in  which  you  lay,  nor 
ever  saw  her  more  till  the  day  on  which 
she  was  introduced  to  me  as  your  bride." 
"  Gallant,  generous  friend,"  said  Ve- 
lasquez,  extending   his  hand,  and   his 
handsome  features  resuming  their  ori- 
ginal expression,  "  I  fully  believe  all ; 
and,  as  the  best  proof  1  can  give  of  my 
conviction,  will  return  your  confidence 
with   mine.     You   shall  see  the  bitter 
workings  of  my  rash  heart.     Leonora's 
hand  had  been  long  promised  to  me, 
when  the  ruin  of  her  brother's  fortunes, 
and  some  personal  danger  to  which  she 
had  been  herself  exposed,  induced  him 
to  fly  with  her  to  England.     I  remon- 
strated against  this  step, — my  heart  mis- 
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gave  me, — woman  is  fickle, — and  man 
{mt/self,  at  least)  prone  to  suspicion.  I 
trembled  lest  this  parting  should  prove 
the  prelude  to  a  lasting  separation.  I 
bade  her  remember  Velasquez,  and 
suffer  no  flattering  stranger  to  drive  me 
from  her  thoughts.  She  gave  the  pro- 
mise ;  but  promises  may  be  broken.  I 
was  ill  at  ease ;  I  counted  the  days  of 
'her  absence,  and  dreamt  what  might 
be. 

*'  When  next  we  met,"  continued  Ve- 
lasquez, "  she  was  in  deep  affliction ; 
her  brother  had  fallen;  she  refused  all 
consolation.  Will  you  believe  it?  I  was 
jealous  even  of  her  tears.  I  had  wit- 
nessed the  desolation  of  our  house,  sor- 
row and  death  by  my  side.  But  when 
Leonora  returned,  hope  and  joy  ap- 
peared suddenly  to  bud   and  blossoia 
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around  me.  1  expected  the  same  feel- 
ings from  hev.  She  Avept  so  long,  that  I 
began  to  fear  her  grief  had  some  other 
cause, — that  her  heart  was  in  a  stranger's 
land.  I  told  her  my  fears  ;  she  repelled 
them  loftily.  I  claimed  her  promise; 
she  became  my  bride.  She  forbore  the 
signs  of  woe  in  my  presence ;  but  she 
wept  in  secret." 

"  Lovely  and  noble  woman,'*  cried 
Vaughan,  *'  she  ought  to  have  been  re- 
warded by  your  undying  confidence." 
*'  My  suspicions  found  an  object,"  said 
Velasquez;  "  I  will  own,  that  from  the 
hour  we  met  in  the  villa  of  the  Count 
de. Alameda,  they  fell  upon  you.  It  was 
plain  that  she  had  an  English  friend  till 
now  never  named  in  my  hearing.  It  was 
plain  that  the  meeting  gave  her  plea- 
sure.    My  unfortunate  fancy  filled  up 
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the  blank  ;  her  past  grief,  her  present 
joy,  were  traced  to  the  same  cause," 

Vaughan  was  affected  by  the  manly, 
yet  melancholy,  confidence  of  the  Spa 
niard.  "  I  am  a  man  of  few  words, 
Senor,"  said  he,  as  he  offered  his  hand  ; 
"  but  I  can  feel  for  the  disturbance  of 
an  honourable  mind.  The  Lady  Leo- 
nora is  beautiful,  of  eminent  and  most 
impressive  beauty;  yet  my  mind  is  so 
much  filled  by  the  image  of  another, 
that  if  she  were  this  hour  without  a  tie 
on  earth,  I  should  not  dream  of  inte- 
resting her  feelings.  Let  us  henceforth 
be  friends.** 

Velasquez  grasped  his  hand.  *'  Now 
and  for  ever,'"  were  the  only  words  he 
uttered  as  he  turned  away.  ''  Remem- 
ber me  to  the  Donna,"  said  Vaughan,  in 
a  lighter  tone,  as  he  parted      "  As  her 
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friend  in  life  and  death,"  said  the  noble 
Spaniard,  in  a  voice  broken  with  emotion ; 
and,  casting  his  eyes  on  Heaven,  as  if  to 
register  a  vow,  he  plunged  into  the 
depths  of  the  grove. 
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